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C H E L S E A  B O L A N
M A N  A L R E A D Y  F A L L I N G
H e ’d made fists out of his hands. H e ’d shoved them th rough the 
ja i l- l ike  bars o f  the ra il ing. H e ’d though t to wear gloves; the m o rn ­
ing was unseasonably cold, after all. H e ’d pu t on a w indbreaker, as 
i f  that w ou ld  make more e ff ic ien t his fall.
The  bridge was an expansive breath over the ship canal, 
silvery w i th  dew. Police had blocked o f f  lanes o f  tra ff ic  on its west 
side, and one negotia tor had been there since before first l igh t. 
I hey had called ou t this po liceman, w ho specialized in hostage 
negotiations, because he lived very close to the bridge, plus it was 
more or less his job. I t  was rou tine , really, he got these sorts o f  calls 
now and again. He turned h im se lf  o u t  o f  the w arm th  o f  his bed, 
dressed qu ick ly , z ipped up his coat, kissed his w ife  good-bye. He 
stepped ou t in to  the dark.
It took  a w h ile  to f ind  the man, because the man was al­
ready hanging, his head nearly level w i th  the sidewalk, and the fists, 
in b lack gloves, merged in to  the dark. The  negotia tor scanned the 
ra i l ing  on e ither side, f irst by d r iv ing , then by w a lk ing . T he  cold 
w in d  blew r igh t th rough  h im ; he though t he’d arrived too late. 
F ina lly  he saw a skip in the ra il ing , two skips, bites ou t o f  the steel. 
T he  negotia tor stopped, walked backwards several paces so as to 
be out o f  hearing range. He called fo r  back-up, called fo r  an am ­
bulance and heavy rescue, then closed his phone w ith  a snap and 
walked to where the man was hanging.
He looked over the ra il ing, saw the man’s head, his dark 
hair haloed w ith  streetlight. Saw his outstretched arms, the pale 
skin o f  his wrists in the gaps between sleeve and glove. I he nego­
t ia to r  lay h imself down on the sidewalk and entered in to  negotia­
tions w ith  the man, face to face. He was asking the man to give 
up his hostage, to set h im  free, to give h im  another chance. W h a t 
he said exactly was not reported, bu t it was som eth ing  to this ef­
fect, and in any case there was no negotia t ing  to be had. T he  man 
tw isted his fists in the bars, bu t otherwise d id  not respond.
M eanw hile , l igh t had broken clear from  the m ounta ins ,
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revealing an eggshell sky. N o t  a s ingle c loud ,  n o t  a d ro p  o f  rain.  
Everything was m ade visible for miles,  every peak o f  the  Cascades ,  
each ripple in the water,  all the  red an d  yel low leaves c l inging to 
thei r branches .  T h e  skyscrapers o f  the  ci ty shone.
Meanwhi le ,  traffic snagged an d  k n o t t ed .  People cursed 
this M o n d ay  m o r n i n g  over any other.  The br idge  r u m b l e d  wi th  
the m o rn in g  c o m m u te ,  an d  the  m a n  twis ted his fists, an d  the  n eg o ­
t iator negot ia ted  in all the ways he knew,  whi le  scr ap p in g  to ge the r  
an o th e r  plan that  involved seizing,  secur ing a n d  c l a m p in g  the  m an  
to the bridge.
T h e  man was no t  in terested in nego t i a t i ng .  A n d  before 
he could  be seized, secured or c l am ped ,  he was a l ready falling, one  
glove caught  in the jail-like bars o f  the  railing.
But before he fell, he was here,  his h an d  in the  glove. He 'd  m ad e  
his hands  into fists, an d  the  fists were s tuck  in the  ribs o f  the  rail­
ing, d isappear ing the  steel. It were those two smal l b lack cuts  tha t  
t ipped off  the  negot iator ,  w h o  had then  lain his b o d y  across the  
s idewalk to be at the same level, more  or  less— in an y  case, n o t  ta lk ­
ing down .  But the  man  w o u l d n ’t talk in any d i r ec t ion ,  w o u l d n ’t 
even look at h im,  always looking  at s o m e t h i n g  t h r o u g h  a n d  b e ­
yond.
I his wasn’t the  best scenario.  M o s t  people  r e sponded ,  an d  
often they said terr ible things ,  b u t  the  n ego t i a to r  never  to o k  it p e r ­
sonally. It was par t  o f  the job.  Now,  the  ta lk ing  was n o t  work ing ,  
so he inwardly p l anned  to seize the  m an ,  an d  whi le  he w e n t  over 
the plan,  he al lowed a n o th e r  par t  o f  his bra in  to a t t e m p t  c o m m u ­
nicat ion— a sort  o f  telepathy.  H e  bore  t h r o u g h  wi th  his eyes, p u t ­
t ing his own th ough t s  into the  h an g in g  m a n ’s head,  t h o u g h  n o t  the  
thoug ht s  tha t  inc luded the  plans  to seize h im.
1 he m a n ’s n am e  was u n k n o w n  b u t  he looked to be in his 
mid-  to late thi rt ies,  t h a t ’s wha t  repor ters  repo r ted .  H e  was C a u ­
casian, dark -hai red  and no t  shabby,  w h a t  wi th  the  lea the r  gloves 
and b r a n d - n a m e  windbreaker ,  wh ich  repor ters  were n o t  a l lowed 
to name,  lest the jacket  get a bad rap or  inspi re  o ther s  to j u m p  o f f  
bridges. In fact, they were not  really s u pposed  to repo r t  on  br idge
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j u m p s  at all, a n d  so they  were kep t  b e h i n d  yel low pol ice tape,  not  
a l lowed to in terview the  m an  or  the  negot ia tor ,  w h o  were b o th  
busy anyhow.
M o re  people  th an  not  were late tha t  day. Busses were ra­
d ioed  to t read l ightly on the  bridge ,  to t ip - toe  across.  S o m e  o f  the  
traffic an d  lateness had to do  wi th  the  h a n g in g  m an ,  so m e  o f  it 
d i d n ’t, b u t  mos t  o f  it was b lam ed  on h im  anyway.  People t h o u g h t  
o u t  loud tha t  whoever  was j u m p i n g  sh o u ld  j u m p  already,  so that  
lanes could  be re opened  an d  eve ryone cou ld  get on  wi th  the  b an a l i ­
ties o f  the  day.
At  tha t  m o m e n t  he was still a t t ach ed  to the  br idge ,  an d  
it w asn ’t so m u c h  a b o u t  j u m p i n g  as it was a b o u t  falling. Light  
f rom the  east held u p  the  sky, r o u n d e d  it ou t .  T h e  b r idge  held up 
the  m an .  Talks w en t  on ,  the  neg o t i a to r  n ego t i a t ing  w i th  h im se l f  
m ore  th an  wi th  the  h a n g in g  m an ,  s ince the  h an g in g  m a n  did  not  
re spond ,  m ea n w h i l e  o rch es t r a t in g  a p lan  to seize h im ,  s o m e t h i n g  
he d i d n ’t tell an y o n e  yet,  no t  even heavy rescue,  mos t ly  because  he 
was busy inser t ing  t h o u g h t s  in to  a cer ta in  bra in  by t e l epa th y— an d  
because  there  was no t ime.  T h e  m a n ’s h an d s  w a n te d  o u t  o f  the  
gloves. T h e  n eg o t i a to r  reached for his han dcuff s  so s lowly the  m an  
w o u ld  no t  not ice,  i f indeed  he not iced  th ings .  His  h a n d  closed on 
the  cold  curve  o f  metal  b u t  the  m an  was al ready falling, o n e  e m p t y  
glove s tuck in the  jail-like bars o f  the  railing.
W h e n  the  man's h an d s  were still ins ide  the  gloves an d  wedg ed  in to  
the  rail ing,  l ight  b ro ke  over the  m o u n t a i n s ,  a n d  i f the  n ego t i a to r  
bel ieved in signs,  w hich  he d i d n ’t, he w o u ld  take this as a go o d  sign. 
Light  br e ak ing  over a n y t h i n g  is always hopefu l ,  an d  if the  h a n g in g  
m an  did  n o t  see or  hear  the  negot ia tor ,  mayb e the  l ight  ove rhead  
w o u ld  f ind hi m  in a way that  no  one an d  n o t h i n g  else cou ld .
H e  had been h an g in g  for ab o u t  an h o u r  at  tha t  p o in t .  His 
feet had fo u n d  stabil ity,  sor t  of, on  the  t iny  bi t  o f  p ipe  no m o re  
than  a few inches  wide;  in any case, s o m e t h i n g  that  is be t t er  than  
n o t h i n g  in a s i tua t ion  such as this.
T h e  n eg o t i a to r  had lain d o w n  on the  s idewalk .  H e  felt the  
ce m e n t  cold  an d  rou gh  th r o u g h  his layers, t h r o u g h  the  coat  to the
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sh i r t  to th e  sk in,  d o w n  t h r o u g h  th e  r i bcage  to  his h e a r t .  H e  fel t  th e  
small  t r e m b l i n g  m o v e m e n t s  o f  th e  b r idge .  D i d  t h e  h a n g i n g  m a n  
feel t h e m ,  too? It d i d n ’t se em  t h a t  th e  m a n  felt  a n y t h i n g ,  o r  h e a r d  
or  saw— his eyes were  b l a n k  as a s a i n t ’s, a lways  l o o k i n g  t h r o u g h  
a n d  b e y o n d .
T h e  n e g o t i a t o r  t r i ed  to p u t  h i m s e l f  in t h a t  v a c u u m  w h e r e  
the  m a n  existed ,  w h i c h  was l ike n o n e x i s t e n c e ,  t r i e d  to e d g e  i n to  
th a t  place.  H e  i m a g i n e d  h im s e l f  h a n g i n g  f r o m  t h e  b r i d g e  be s id e  
the  m a n ,  o n  the  o t h e r  s ide  o f  t h e  bars .  H e  d i d n ’t l ike it th e re ,  n o t  
o n e  bi t ,  b u t  he p u t  h im se l f  th e r e  in his m i n d  so t h a t  m a y b e  th e  
m a n  w o u l d  see h i m  a n d  l is ten to  h i m ,  a n d  d e c i d e  t h a t  m a y b e  his 
b ed  w i t h  or  w i t h o u t  wife was  w a r m  e n o u g h .  H e  w o u l d  see th e  
l igh t  b r e a k in g  o v e r h e a d  a n d  it w o u l d  m e a n  s o m e t h i n g ,  m o r e  t h a n  
the  ab se nce  of  rain,  a s ign if o n e  be l ieved  in s igns.  T h e n  t h e  h a n g ­
ing m a n  w o u l d  u n s c r e w  his fist a n d  ta ke  t h e  of f e r ed  h a n d ,  a l l ow  
h im se l f  to be pu l l ed  u p — t h e n  he  w o u l d  n o t  ha ve  s l i p p e d  o u t  o f  th e  
glove th e  w ay  he  ev e n tu a l ly  d id ;  his h a n d s  re laxed  o u t  o f  fists,  a n d  
first o n e  h a n d  s l ip p e d  a n d  t h e n  th e  o t her .
It was still d a r k  o u t .  1 he m a n  h a d  b o t h  h a n d s  in his gloves .  In  
fact,  he  was  n o t  ye t  h a n g i n g  b u t  h a d  p u t  o n e  leg ov e r  t h e  ra i l ing  
o f  the  br idge .  O n e  leg, a n d  a p a s s in g  car  was  ab l e  to  tell t h a t  thi s  
was n o t  jus t  a n o t h e r  ear ly  riser o u t  for  exerc ise ,  b u t  a m a n  o u t  for  
de a th ,  a n d  so p laced  th e  91 1 call a n d  d r o v e  o n .
I he call w e n t  f ro m  o p e r a t o r  to d i s p a t c h e r  to  po l i ce  s t a t i o n  
to th e  n e g o t ia to r ,  w h o  l ived c lose  to th e  b r i d g e  a n d  w h o  left  his 
w a r m  bed  a n d  w a r m  wife ,  p u t  o n  his b la ck  c o a t  a n d  z i p p e d  it all 
the  way up.
By th a t  t im e ,  th e  m a n  h a d  b o t h  legs o n  t h e  s ide  of  n o n e x i s ­
tence ,  th e n  t u r n e d  his w h o l e  b o d y  a g a in s t  t h a t  d a r k n e s s ,  still fa c in g  
the  road,  l o o k i n g  o u t  east.  If he  w ere  l o o k i n g  a t  all, h e  w o u l d  see 
the l ights  o f  the  c i ty  sp re a d  o u t  be fo re  h i m ,  p u l s i n g  t o w a r d  a n  abyss  
th a t  m e a n t  water .  H e  t r ied  to gr ip  t h e  t o p  b a r  of  t h e  ra i l ing ,  b u t  
it was m u c h  too  fat for his h a n d s .  I n s te a d  he  g r i p p e d  t h e  vert ica l  
steel r ibs th a t  he ld  u p  th e  t o p  ba r  a n d  lo w e re d  h im se l f ,  k i c k i n g  his 
feet as t h o u g h  te s t i ng  th e  d e p t h ,  as t h o u g h  he  w e re  s w i m m i n g  in a
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lake,  a n d  he  w ere  a c h i l d ,  t r y i n g  to  see i f  t h e  w a t e r  was  t o o  d e e p  for  
h i m .  I f  his toes c o u l d  t o u c h  t h e  s a n d y  f loor,  he  k n e w  he  was  safe. 
B u t  he  was  n o t  in a lake,  he  was  h a n g i n g  f r o m  a b r id g e ,  t h o u g h  his 
foo t  d i d  graze  s o m e t h i n g  so l id .  H e  r e a c h e d  t o w a r d  it a ga in ,  th e  
t in i es t  l edge  just  u n d e r  t h e  b r i d g e ,  so his b o d y  was  s l igh t ly  a n g le d  
i n w a r d  to  ful ly rest o n e  foo t  u p o n  it.
H e  w o r e  a w i n d b r e a k e r  a n d  g loves  b e c a u s e  it was  c o ld ,  
a n d  steel was  c o l d e r  o n  an  u n s e a s o n a b l y  c o ld  m o r n i n g .  H a d  he  
n o t  w o r n  gloves,  his h a n d s  w o u l d ’ve s t i f f ened ,  b e e n  u n a b l e  to  gr i p  
for  l o n g  a n d  his t ask w o u l d  have  b e e n  a c c o m p l i s h e d  s o o n e r — if  he  
t h o u g h t  it was  su c h  a t h i n g ,  a t ask o n  his  w ee k ly  t o - d o  list, a n a g ­
g in g  i t e m  w h i c h  can  ne ve r  be  c h e c k e d  o f f  i f  a c c o m p l i s h e d .
In t h e  d a r k  o f  t h a t  M o n d a y  m o r n i n g ,  t h e  n e g o t i a t o r  go t  
t h e  call.  H e  d i d  n o t  w a n t  to  e x c h a n g e  his w a r m  b e d  for  t h e  co ld  air  
o f  th e  b r id g e ,  b u t  th i s  was  his job ,  a n d  so. H e  p u l l e d  o n  his c lo th es ,  
k issed his  wi fe ,  d r o v e  t h r o u g h  a n d  ove r  t h e  c i ty  l ights .  H e  c o u l d  
n o t  f i nd  th e  m a n  a t  f irst ,  feared  h e ’d a r r iv ed  to o  late,  t h i n k i n g  t h a t  
if he  h a d n ’t ki ssed  his wi fe  o r  z i p p e d  u p  his c o a t  he  c o u l d  have  
g o t  t h e r e  in t i m e ;  i t ’s o f te n  t h e  f r a c t i o n s  o f  s e c o n d s  t h a t  m a k e  all 
t h e  d i f fe re nce .  H e  felt s o m e t h i n g  like re l i e f  w h e n  he  saw t h e  m a n  
h a n g i n g  o n  t h e  o t h e r  s ide o f  th e  b r id g e ,  his h e a d  s idew alk - le ve l ,  his 
g lov ed  h a n d s  l ike b la ck  k n o t s .
W h e n  b a c k - u p  a n d  heavy  rescue  a n d  p a r a m e d i c s  a n d  t h e  
fire d e p a r t m e n t  a n d  p o l i c e m a n  a f te r  p o l i c e m a n  ar r ived  a n d  b l o c k e d  
of f l anes o f  t raff ic  a n d  b a r r e d  r e p o r t e r s ,  th e y  assessed w h e r e  th e  
m a n  w o u l d  fall if he  fell so t h a t  t h e y  c o u l d  c lear  an  a rea ,  seal it off.  
I f  t h e  m a n  t h o u g h t  he  was  a i m e d  at  t h e  wa ter ,  he  was  w r o n g .  H e  
was  n o t  ye t  a t  t h e  apex  of  t h e  b r id g e ,  w h i c h  w o u l d  have  g u a r a n t e e d  
water ,  t h o u g h  it c o u l d ’ve also g u a r a n t e e d  h o u s e b o a t  o r  t u g b o a t  o r  
barge .  W h a t  fa l l ing  p e o p l e  o f te n  d o  n o t  k n o w  is t h a t  t h e  e f fec t  is 
a b o u t  th e  sa m e ;  w a t e r  is h a r d l y  m o r e  fo rg iv ing .  W a t e r  is l ike c o n ­
cre te  a n d  c o n c r e t e  is l ike water .  T h e  h a n g i n g  m a n ,  if he  fell, w o u l d  
h i t  a p a r k i n g  lot  by  t h e  s h i p  c a n a l — w h i c h  he  d i d  h i t ,  b e c a u s e  he  
d i d  fall, a f te r  nea r ly  f o u r  h o u r s  of  n o t  fal l ing;  his h a n d  left o n e  
g love a n d  t o o k  w i t h  h i m  th e  o t h e r  g love ,  a n d  for  2 .5  s e c o n d s  he  
was in ove r  his h e a d ,  n o t  t o u c h i n g  a n y t h i n g .
Bo Lin
Two po in t  five seconds  is on ly  an es t imate .  In an y  case, less than  
three. These  things  are k now n ,  q u an t i f i ab le— these are easily ac­
cessible facts. Also a fact: a m a n  we ig h ing  160 p o u n d s  w h o  falls 
150 feet will reach g ro u n d  at a rate o f  55 mi les per  hour .
Take a s tory p rob lem  o u t  o f  a ch i l d ’s a r i t h m e t i c  book :  I f  a 
man weighs one h u n d r e d  sixty p o u n d s  an d  falls o n e  h u n d r e d  fifty feet, 
how long will it take h im to reach the  g ro und?  l ime equals d i s t ance  
d ivided by rate. t= 150 /55,  thus:  t= 2 .7 2 7 2 7 2 7 2 7 2 7 2 7 2 7 2 7 2 7 2 7 2 .  
You can take the  .72 to infinity.  It can go on  like th a t  forever,  s k ip ­
ping over itself, never reaching 2 .8  seconds ,  a n d  ce r ta in ly  never  
three; the man falling can skip t h r o u g h  the  air like tha t ,  su s ta in ing  
2 .72,  holding,  ho lding,  keep ing  the  .72  close to h im ,  the  .72  will 
hold  him up,  will keep h im  s u sp en d e d  in the  air so th a t  he w o n ’t 
hit  g ro u n d  or water  or  h o useboa t  or  car or  u n f o r t u n a t e  pedes t r ian ,  
the .72 will keep him infini te,  alive. But  n o b o d y  k n ew  h o w  m u c h  
the m an  weighed,  an d  wha tever  it was, it was n o t  160 p o u n d s ,  b u t  
som et h ing  slightly more  or  less, because he cu t  t h r o u g h  the  ai r w i th  
a wind breakered  body, d id  no t  c a tc h 'o n  n u m b e r s  or  infini t ies,  an d  
hit the edge o f  the par k ing  lot at  a p p ro x im a te ly  9 :34 am.
He z ipped the jacket  up  to his chin ,  pul led  on  black lea the r  gloves 
like a cr iminal .  H e  closed the  d o o r  on his s l eeping wife an d  s leep ­
ing chi ld,  sneaked ou t  in to  the  n ight ,  t h o u g h  it was technical ly  
morn ing.  H e put  one  foot before the  o ther ,  a n d  soo n he was w a lk ­
ing the bridge.  Agains t  the  dark  sky it nearly f loated,  the  br idge  
suspending  in the  ai r— t h o u g h  s o m ew h e re  he m u s t ’ve k n o w n  it 
was solid steel, s u p p o r t ed  by conc re te  a n d  g r o u n d e d  by m o u n d s  of 
ea rth on e i ther  side.
O n e  foot  an d  then  the  other.  O n e  foot .  O n e  leg an d  
then the other.  O n e  gloved h an d  an d  then  the  o t h e r  g loved han d .  
St reet lamps bruis ing  l ight o n t o  the  pave m en t .  O n e  o u t s t r e t c h e d  
toe, then the others,  one  arm d o w n w a r d ,  th en  the  o ther ,  h an d s  
th ro ug h the bars, easier than  h o ld in g  on.  I his m i g h t  be l ike pr ison ,  
cold steel bars an d  a gash of darkness  at  y o u r  back,  l ook ing  o u t  to 
the world,  even if the  wo r l d  is on ly  a p o t h o le d  road spa t t e re d  wi th  
light,  but  nevertheless always b eh in d  bars an d  always l ook ing  out .
Bo lan
A n d  everyone always looking  in. Case  in point :  A m an  
on his belly on the  sidewalk ,  look ing in, chew ing  up  words ,  sp i t ­
t ing  th em  out .  T h e  han g in g  m an  twists his fists in the  bars.  Kicks 
a foot  which slips f rom the  little ledge, put s  the  foot  back on the  
ledge. W h y  the  ledge? Lets it slip o f f  again.  To h an g  or  no t  to 
hang? N o t  really hang ing ,  not  ho ld in g  on,  hands  w o n ’t s top  m a k ­
ing fists and fists d o n ’t slip th ro u g h  the  bars.  S tuck there ,  then.  
H o w  to make  the  han ds  s top m ak in g  fists? Body will no t  obey 
bra in .  Stop m ak in g  fists, yet the  body  still makes  fists. W h y  fists?
A nd  so on.  Stuck in the  jail-like bars o f  the  rail ing,  fists 
t u rn  in to  hands ,  an d  h an d s  slip t h ro u g h  the  bars,  an d  b o d y  slips 
th ro u g h  the  air, an d  m an  falls th ro u g h  life.
But  he was al ready fall ing before he fell. H e  was fall ing before 
he p u t  on his w in d b re ak e r  an d  sealed his hands  in lea ther gloves, 
before he looked at his to -d o  list, before he left his house,  before he  
put  one  foot  on the  s idewalk  and  then  the  other,  before he walked 
th ro u g h  his s lu m b e r in g  n e i g h b o r h o o d ,  he was a lready falling. He 
was falling when  he found  himself  be low the  br idge,  wh ich  looked 
like a ca thedra l  wi th  the  w indow s  blown  out .  H e  was fall ing whe n  
he heard a car c lunk  overhead,  w h en  he looked o u t  to the  dark  
abyss tha t  was water,  whe n  he c l im bed u p  the  stairs to the  bridge,  
when  he  p u t  one  foot forward an d  then the  o ther,  w h en  one leg was 
al ready over, when  the  car passed an d  placed the  911 call, w h e n  he 
fo u n d  the  ledge and  rejected the  ledge,  when  the  hostage nego t i a t or  
got  the  call tha t  took h i m  from his w a rm  bed an d  wife,  w h en  he 
held on an d  then  did  no t  hold  on,  when  fists m ad e  hostages  o f  his 
hands ,  when  the  nego t i a t o r  was on his belly t ry ing telepathy,  wh en  
the nego t i a t or  was reaching for handcuffs ,  the  m an  was al ready 
falling.
T h e  nego t i a t or  saw him fall. It t ook  no t ime  at all; the  m an  was 
there  an d  then the  m an  was no t  there.  T h e  n e g o t i a to r ’s s t om ach  
d r o p p e d  o u t  o f  h im an d  th ro u g h  the  sidewalk ,  br idge  an d  dow n.
C am era s  cl icked an d  journal ists  scr ibbled an d  s o m e o n e
Bolan
cried out.  T h e  nego t ia to r  felt his ow n  gravity, f la t tened  to the  
ground ,  as t hough  the  pressure created by the  m a n  fall ing th ro u g h  
the air buil t  up inside h im,  too.  H e  w o n d e red  i f o th e r  peop le  felt 
it. He wonde red  i f  one  single falling m an  cou ld  change  the  pres­
sure in the air t h r o u g h o u t  the  wh ole  city.
He h a d n ’t any t ime to grab o n e  fist, to grab it wi th  all his 
s t rength ,  h an d c u f f  it to the  bridge,  as t h o u g h  the  m an  a n d  br idge  
were both  guilty. T h e n  to hois t h im  up an d  over to this side of the  
railing, holding  the enti re  m an  hostage.  T h e  negot ia tor ,  no t  n eg o ­
t iat ing at all, would  push the  m an  to the  cem e n t .  H e  w o u ld  hold  
h im there wi th all his weight  an d  cuf f  the  m an  to himself.
But t ime passes so qui ckly  o n e  c a n n o t  see it, a n d  before 
the negot ia tor  knew he was falling, the  m an  was falling,  a n d  before 
he could  get tha t  inside his head as a fact an d  n o t  an u n k n o w n ,  
the man was no longer falling, b u t  fallen, because  2 .5 or  2 .6  or  2 .9 
seconds  had long passed, an d  eve rything  had a l ready h ap p e n ed .
T h e  nego t i a to r  laid his cheek agains t  the  ce m e n t ,  r o u n d e d  
out  the seconds.  He closed his eyes.’ T h e  noise closed in a r o u n d  
him.  Reporters  yelled ques t ions :  W h a t  happened?  W h y  did  you 
let h im fall? Sir? W h y  d i d n ’t you do so m et h ing? Sir?
In his m in d  he was b r i ng ing  the  m a n  back up th ro u g h  the  
air, piecing him back together ,  lodging h im  once  again in the  rail­
ing. He could  begin again,  there w o u ld  be a n o t h e r  chance .  But  it 
was the end,  not  the  beginning,  a n d  in the  en d  there  was only  one 
black glove caugh t  in the  jail-like bars o f  the  rail ing.
Bolan
JUL I A M A D S E N  
THE PLANAR FACE OF THE FLOWER
Le t’s cover you over, he said, and then I woke up. In  the garden the 
sun o f  you r  face moves across the wall, ob long  and approxim ate . 
A pertu re  in m ortar. The  doc to r  drives fa ther ’s L inco ln .  You are 
always chang ing on me, I say, l in k in g  the larynx to syntax. You 
w ith d ra w  you r hand inaccurate ly from  the counter. T he  surface 
molders. Sometimes when a g lyph catches you are push ing  up the 
stairs. You are here before me and then I am. We are on this land ­
ing  h o ld in g  the banister. The stairs push back. I w a lk  up to the 
ro o f  s ink in to  labor, freshen the sentences so they are m ain ta ined . 
A l l  the irregularit ies have been sewn together to make a marvelous 
shard o f fleece. So the perpetra to r f inds his em p loym en t. Obses­
sion is in te rnm en t.  The m ir ro r ,  a r im , the garden’s fence. G l in t  o f  
flowers, brocaded and orange. W arm  m atte r o f  home is the blouse 
m o ther wore.
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F u g u e
H o w  e n te r  fence  f rom  this  p rec i se  angle .
Fea thers  t i l ted  a n d  c o n t r o l l e d .
C o r y m b  o f  flower.  T h e  d o c t o r  
drives fa th e r ’s Co ro l la .
I f  a face a p p r o x im a te s ,
does  a f lock o f  b i rds  b e n d  th e  fence.
A fence  in syl lable a n d  b ird.
A b i rd,  b e n d i n g .
D o  I b i rd,  b e n d i n g .  F e a th e r
c o m b i n g  the  air  o f  its t e x tu re  y o u r  h a i r  freezes
painless needles.
All angles  at  w h i c h  th e  b i r ds  a re  t i l t ed .
Tied to tiles, th e  b i rds  fly.
O v e r  the  m a r g in ,  occur .  To l ick th e  gap  
o f  th e  w o u n d .  W h a t  rem a in s .
Light  s t ra ins  carefu l ly  over  th e  m e ta l  r o o f  
an d  s q u in ts  at  us. Act ive  in t o n g u e  
pe t r i f ied  l is ten.  A h e l p i n g  b i rd ,  a b i r d  b u t t r e s s i n g .  
1 he  fence I m a k e  freezes.  W h a t  g a rb a g e  
c o u l d  be m a d e  o f  i f  it were  ga rb le  
over th e  rad io  in f r a g m e n t s
C e r t a i n  t inc tu re s .
B eco m e  a b i rd  a syllable,  
m o l d  on  th e  g a r d e n ’s wall .
A hole  1 look  t h r o u g h  
y o u r  face.
Suf fuse  sa f f ron over th e  grass.
Madsen
Light ,  g r ind the  bones .
I am always looking over yo ur  shou lde r  I am you r  pale head.  
T h e  ape r t u re  o f  w o u n d  the  sun induces .
I am  t e n d in g  toward.  A ben t  f lower sugarcoat  
and glaze the  frozen flower 
wh ich I wore.
S u dden ly  the  color
o f  the  to n g u e
smeared over the  flower or
s u dden ly  the  color
smeared over the  flower
a cr eme blood
a soft an d  crem e blood.
St ing in b o n e  sing loam 
the  f lower’s core.
A ce nte r  s t am en .
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AL I  D O E R S C H E R
AT A R M ’S LENGTH
A fflic t io n
i t  o n ly  staggers th is  dawn
I am w a itin g  fo r the dew to break 
over m y fevers
there is more than one and now  tw e n ty  
years passing under a fo o t fa ll I a d m it
I am young
inside th is sad house bu t it  is periphera l
the dawn I mean it  is b lossom ing
and I see tw o o f  eve ry th ing
the voice d o u b lin g  as a forest the dawn
has already risen there
bu t water the fevers
one o f  them  is ta ttooed on m y ribs
it  is 4a m here it  is s t il l darkness here
there are some th ings tha t refuse to break
20
Supplement
w h a t  d id  he tell you of the  sn owfi nches  I k n o w
it is still s u m m e r  b u t  I ve been p re pa r i ng
I fo lded the  sheets  I s tood  up
they are pale bi rds typical ly fearless
they are s im ple  repet i t ive  songs  an d  1 am  small
weat hered  the  w ea th e r  c h a n g in g  the  l ight
su sp en d e d  below the  surface o f  the  lake
the  d ew  th a t  t rembles  in the  grass
and  it is nearly fall w h a t  does  he k n o w
a b o u t  ta t toos  a b o u t  nests
the  typical  c lu tch  is f rom 3 to 6 eggs
Doerscher
Apology
I would  have liked to keep you
at a fair d is tance  I was not  m ad e  a forest
by choice you know
these k inds  o f  th ings  are accidents  
but  the daw n has al ready risen Here
the s imple  repet it ive songs
cl ing so t ight ly  to the  bo d y
and it’s all too tar abs t rac ted  to be t r u t h
it’s per ipheral  i t’s a fair d is t ance
an d  there is more  than  one o f  eve ry th ing
22 Doerscher
S A R A H  S O U S A
A R R H Y T H M I A :  WAYS TO SEE 
THE  D I S S O N A N T  HEART
I
F ibrous f ru i t ,  
heavy hive, soft
c lapper beneath the ribs dome.
II
Q u icken ing .
C on trac t ions  w i th o u t  the pain.
M y  m o th e r ’s m u rm u r
(uttered)
u t te r ly  benign.
I I I
A fish in the chest 
coolish and unpred ic tab le .
hooked and hauled on board.
Slides back just short
o f  the b lu n t  c lub, the bed o f  ice.
IV
second hand r i f f in g  
on its chosen m om ent.
I feel a surge 
o f  love 
toward  it
fo r  no t ( fo r  naught) 
k i l l in g  me.
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V
Every life has a n u m b e r  
o f  he ar tb ea ts  a l lo t ted .
M y  hear t  has a s p e e d - u p - r a c e
to th e  f ini sh l ine hab i t .  Af te r  
its fai th is s ha ke n ,
f lame nearly  g u t t e r e d . . .
VI
I wear
s u c t i o n - c u p  ha los  
to e n c o u r a g e  an  ‘e v e n t ’.
M y  he a r t  d o e s n ’i  
d i s a p p o i n t ,  m y  he a r t  t r ips
up  a fter  tw o  s e d e n t a r y  h o u r s  
facing  a wi ndow .
Leaves un fu r l  l ike a b a b y ’s fists 
in sleep. C h i c k a d e e s  
s ta n d  on  sp l in t s
t ha t  ho ld  the  b r o k e n  b o n e s  s t r a ig h t .  M y  h e a r t  
falters,  on ce ,  twice,
th en  i t ’s o u t  o f  the  gate.
24 Sousa
VII
Col t ishness  an d  wing span 
arc qual i t ies  undes i rab le  
in a heart:  e rrat ic
boarder ,
(b lood  hoarder!)  
sharp  fins, my m o t h e r s  
m u r m u r
em b o ld e n e d ,
t ight  springs ,  i r idescent
scales, songs for d i f ferent  
seasons,  h oney  filled 
chambers ,  a w in d - u p  
w o u n d - d o w n  m echan i sm ,
set o f  bellows,  
the  bel lows appl ied  
to a gu t t er ing,
t iny  spine  
cleaving the  whole ,
a hear t  
o f  its own
like a chewed  
o f f  eraser tip.
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C H R I S T I A N  N A G L E
C u b a
"I, ”said the little leather-winged bat,
“I ’ll tell you the reason that, 
the reason that I fly by night, 
is because I ’ve lost my heart’s delight. ’’
The Leather-W inged Bat, E nglish , trad.
1. A Dance
T h e  C a r i b b e a n  felt l ike th e  w o r l d ’s e n d  
th a t  year  of  th e  b lo ck ade .  Day,  c u m u l u s  
filled o u r  thea te r ,  m u s h r o o m s  o f  l igh t  
p r o m i s i n g  i n te rm is s io n .  C l o s i n g  show.
Evenings ,  m y  b l a n k e t  a f l ee t ing  s h r o u d ,  I read  
unt i l  the  car r ie r  d i sso lved  in s o u n d  
a n d  I was back  in B e d f o r d - S t u y y e s a n t  
w i th  m a l t e d  mi lk ,  o r  s n e a k i n g  a sk in  m a g
from  u n d e r  ma t t ress ,  d a n g e r o u s  a n d  slick.
Nicke l  cigars w o u l d  m a k e  m e  p u k e  m y  guts .
D e e p  in th e  hu l l ,  w h a t  c o u l d  e n d a n g e r  us?
A n y t h i n g .  Flyers w a n t  th e i r  a l t i t u d e ,  
n o t  a sa r co p h ag u s .  At  t h i r t y  k n o t s —  
full a h e a d — o u r  en gi nes  m o a n e d  so h u g e ly  
I ’d swear  it was th e  axial h u m  of t h e  g lobe ,  
m y  sole r e m i n d e r  t h a t  we  m o v e d  a t  all.
G a g a r i n ’s o r b i t  o f  the  e a r th  was  s t u n n i n g  
page  two  o f  th e  l imes.  U p  t h r o u g h  m e s o s p h e r e  
I p ic tu re d  m y  p la ne  w i n k i n g — a f ru it less p ip  
in waters  bluer ,  g r e e n e r  t h a n  m ys e l f . . .
S o m e o n e  had  s h a n g h a i d  m y  desi re,  m y  wife-  
to -be,  s o m e  c o c k a m a m i e  Irish pr ic k  
f rom u p t o w n .  S o m e t i m e s  I ’d  see his l i m o u s i n e  
as a hearse  t ra i l ing  in o u r  s t u b b o r n  wa ke .
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H a i f a  mile high in a Tracker, S2F, 
its twin propel lers’ hypnot iz ing drone 
was a kind o f  opiate lucidity.
Night  sorties, phan to m  runways spilling across 
the gulf, we lost ourselves among  the moon-  
stricken clouds. O u r  nose would gloss, t ransform 
in seraphic floods o f  light, and I felt as one 
become the mere idea of himself:
hands automatic  at the console; breath 
indifferent to s trange volumes o f  lung.
Gauges dead at zero. W h o  cared to catch 
Soviet submarines— anything,  then, 
but  some faint whiff  o f  immortali ty?
Drew, Driver, Zoehrer,  Stoltz— co-pilots all 
alike to me, their voices equalized 
in earphones,  distant,  fuzzy, mono tone .
May 1 at 0100.  In the spectral
void o f  the radar, one blip. Minutes  before
we had a visual, I understood:
tropical cruise. Atomic holiday.
Approaching low, god o f  my lonely hour,
I a imed the searchlight eye and made a sun. 
Dancers  burned  suddenly across the deck.
Nine million candles. Instant  chandelier.
2. Blockade
Knew my fuel, the distance to Key West 
in case the Randolph should suddenly appear
scuttled by torpedos— an ext inguished 
match,  dainty smoke scribbling up the sky.
O u r  battle group? Snuffed candles on a cake, 
the wish consigned to hell at the horizon.
Nagle 27
For  seven mi les I ’d t rack ed  the  m e r c h a n t  m a r i n e ,  
eyes o n  the  h a m m e r  a n d  sickle te s t in g  its po le ,
the  aisle o f  b r o a d e n i n g  w h i te ,  rap id  surf.
T o n g u e  d ry  as t a lc u m ,  I rep layed  th e  brief:
s n a p s h o ts  o f  w a r h e a d s — w h o l e  fami l ies— ex p o sed  
a m i d s t  decoys o f  p ip e  a n d  shoes.  B e h i n d
the  C u r t a i n ,  th a t  fore ign Fore ign  M i n i s t e r  
t h o u g h t  we  were  u p w i n d  o f  suc h  m a s t e r  p lo y s . . .
In fact,  we  were  all a r o u n d  t h e m .  S e m a p h o r e  
f lashing  resolu tely  f rom  th e  des t royer ,
h u t  he w o u l d n ’t heave- to :  this  ge ne ra l ly  b l i n d  
a n d  d e a f — this d u m b  c a p t a i n  s tu c k  to his g u ns ,
his p r iva te  cha n n e l .  D r o p p i n g ,  m y  s h a d o w  s p ra w le d .  
I buzz ed  h i m  so close w i t h  th e  t ip of  m y
s e v e n ty - tw o - f o o t  wings ,  I saw myse lf  
T h e  Reaper  re b o rn  in s u n l i t  visor,  c o m e
to m a k e  the  m o r n i n g  e t e rna l  w h e r e  he  s t o o d  
m o t i o n l e s s  on  the  br idge ,  a r m s  u n d e r  c h in ,
relaxed aga ins t  th e  c o m i n g — a regular  
Bikel: full beard  a n d  cap  like T h e o d o r e —
as t h o u g h  the  S 2 ’s roar  were  n o t h i n g  m o r e  
th a n  an a d o r i n g  c rowd.  Less t h a n  a mi le
f rom  s o m e t h i n g  b igger  t h a n  o u r  h e m i s p h e r e ,
I gave an order.  T i m m y ,  t h a t  g o d a w f u l
g if t -card  po e t  in love w i th  a n u t t y  girl 
h e ’d f o u n d  in a w i n d o w  on  the  R e e p e r b a h n ,
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seized up,  his bearings p u d d l e d  in his seat.
“ . . . t h e  w e ap o n s . ” Sir? 'I said,  a r m — ” H e  had tu rn e d
greenish ,  the  color  no t  o f  uselessness 
bu t  liability, new p in e w o o d  boxes
su n k  in the  ocean.  Rais ing the  l ip -m ike 
to spare m y  crew, I leaned over. “ D o  no t
touch  an y th in g ,  or  I'll sh o o t  y o u . ” I broke 
the  wire,  fl icked the  red p e a n u t  swi tch up
and  cam e  a r o u n d  for the  op en in g .  So m u ch  
d ep e n d s  u p o n  a r u d d e r  s n a p p i n g  over.
He 'd  skid a half mi le in to  dea th  before
his engines  cou ld  take hold  an d  haul h im  back.
I radioed the  lie: “S k u n k  12 is still 
a p p r o a c h i n g  the  l i n e . . . ” We'd r ing in ‘6 3 —
1 heo,  all o f  us, w o u ld  read ab o u t
the  b o m b s ,  o u r  powers  t r ad in g  Powers for Abel.
3. M a n h a t t a n
1 he F in n i sh  b o m b s h e l l ’s lower Eas ts ide digs 
smel led of s an d a lw o o d ,  a f ragrance ten 
years later I d s tart  w ear ing as cologne.
“Fix m e  my usual ,"  she said,  as t h o u g h
my m o n t h s  at  sea were s o m e t h i n g  she had d re am ed  
the n ight  before this tw i l igh t  of Saturday 
th ro u g h  w hich  we moved.  I measured two mar t in i s ,  
hers ve rmou th -h eavy ,  m in e  three  fingers neat.
O n  the  coffee table,  D e c e m b e r ’s Vogue 
lay o p e n — a s h a m p o o  ad,  her  latest t r i u m p h .
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For m o n t h s  th e  c i ty h a d  h u n g ,  an  o r n a m e n t ,  
t r e m u l o u s  a n d  h o p e fu l ,  b e n e a t h  o u r  w ings .
A t h o u s a n d  navy  flyers. W e  c a m e  l ike snow,  
s p a rk l i n g  in th e  n e o n  o f  a rcades ,  
eyes b lu r r y  f ro m  th e  w i n d .  N e v e r  be for e  
or  s ince  has a n y o n e  cal led m e  an  angel .
The D iv in e  O n e  h a v in g  so ld  o u t  B i r d la n d ,  
m y  d i n n e r  w hi t es  b e c a m e  o u r  c a r t e  b l a n c h e — s t r a i g h t  
to Fable O n e  t h r o u g h  sc ho ol s  o f  s h a r k s k i n  b lacks .
1 c o u l d n ’t b u y  a d r i n k  to save m y  l i fe . . .
A n d  she  n o w  se e m e d  a l r eady  b o r e d  w i t h  hers.
Fler lips, a p r i m a r y  red,  ran  circles a r o u n d  
the  c o c k t a i l ’s r im ,  inc isors  de l ic a t e ly  
c l in k in g  crystal :  t h a t  m o u t h  was  g o i n g  to  save
th e  W e s te rn  w or ld .  At  first  a m u s i ca l  s igh 
was all she  w o u l d  allow, b u t  t h e n  tears  we l led ,  
o n e  for  each eye. “ Is th e  d a n g e r  real ly real?”
A bead  of  ma sc a ra  ran to he r  c h i n ,  fell
in to  her  glass. A sniff .  Fler a c c e n t  f l owered .
“ Vill N e w  York really be  t h e  first  to go
up  in a m u s h r o o m  c loud?  Sh e  b r u s h e d  m y  r i b b o n s
(d id  a n y t h i n g  a b o u t  m e  ne ed  a pol i sh?)
a n d  t u r n e d  away to c onso le  th e  b r o k e n  sky.
S ta r ing  at  her  back ,  I w is h e d  m y  t o n g u e  
co u ld  m o i s t e n  a cleft  b e t w e e n  tw o  v e r te br ae .  
ihey'll turn uptown into a parking lot...
1 rehearsed  the  w or ds ,  saw C e n t r a l  Park  
is rubble .  But  her  sk in  so near,  I t^ave 
away th e  s t u p i d  t r u t h — “ N e v e r . . . ”— a n d  le a rne d :  
never  tell a girl w h a t  she  w a n t s  to hear.
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Sudden ly  better,  she lit a smoke ,  was all 
babble  and  did 1 know  Colone l  so-and-so.  
“ Marines ,  and  such a dol l— I’ll call him!" And  
she did.  He'd  be r ight  over. W e’d have d r in k s . . .
D o w n  on the street,  a lousy t r u m p e t  tried 
I 'm Always I rue  to You in My Fashion.  Rain,  
and I’d forgo t ten  my topcoa t .  Cool  drops  
spa t te red  against  my shoes to mar  their  shine.
C L A U D I A  S A V A G E
I W I L L  T AKE  T H E  R A I N  
I N T O  MY  M O U T H
as i f it were y o u r  skin
compl ic i t ,  I can be a p lea su re -b i rd  
seeking the  d a m p  seed 
the  well -oi led  wing  
in the  co rne r  o f  w h a t  explodes
quickly,  so as no t  to wake the  evening
I will weave mis t  in to  m y  hai r  
as i f I bore  it
wh en 1 wade in to  the  W i l l a m e t t e
the  barren  trees my br idesm aids ,  
the  fog as coat
the  fields hush 
the  h ighways
for roses to unfur l  
a second  t ime 
pale, w eep ing figs
colored as grass 
pro tec t  thei r  f lower 
rosemary th i ckens  the  
wi ld p e r s im m o n s
wash
in the  m u t e d
heavens
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we s leep past  th e  lit w o o d  a n d  p o u r e d  tea, 
a sigh aga ins t  m y  s h o u l d e r  
h o ld s  th a t  a p p l e d  l ight ,  c i n n a m o n  in m y  hai r  
y o u r  neck  e x p o s in g  
its h o n e y
w h e n  we greet  th e  ra in ,  you  seek th e  soggy  roots ,  
t h e  m a i d e n  ha i r  a n d  fir 
s t o m p e d  t h r o u g h  this d a r k  
grey lu l laby  o f  
b ea te n  m ap les  
t r i u m p h a n t  s p r u c e
th e  s a l m o n  are m a k i n g  m e  an o p t i m i s t  
r e t u r n i n g
g ia n t  si lver fish,  d i n o s a u r  fish 
h o o k - n o s e d  a n d  w o n d e r - e y e d ,  
s t r o n g e r  t h a n  us 
sac r i f ic ing fish,  r e t u r n i n g
a b l a n k e t  o f  r iver covers  t h e  wa terfa l l
w h e r e  t h ey  leapt  1 4 ,0 0 0  years 
still it seeps ,  weeps ,  
falls u n d e r  water ,  
falls
as be r ry  leaves, as ivy c ro w d s  th e  co r n e r s  
o f  m y  head  
a n d  th e  c i ty  f loods  
an d  th e  feral r i ng - t a i l ed  ca t  I covet  
doesn ' t  w a n t  to  get  he r  paw s we t
softly,  1 will  c o u r t  t h e  s u n
c o n f id e  in th e  F e b r u a r y  c rocus  
t h e  s o l u t i o n  to o u r  malaise:  
ra in ,  ra in,
d o w n  th e  d r a in ,  d r a in
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the  key to the  Pacific N o r t h w e s t  is a woo l  hat  a n d  go o d  jacket:  
whiskey helps 
coffee helps 
fuck ing helps
there is deeper  qu ie t  som ew he re ,  w h e n
we escape fu r th e r  west
the  c h u r n in g  sea w in d  scoops  at
my bra in  like b u t t e r  a n d  I ’m
lost to the  rocks
as foam
if I say yes to you,  yo u r  city, fate, yes
will the  volcanoes  d ream  thei r  w o r r i ed  d re a m s  
the C o l u m b i a  r e m e m b e r  a t ime  before  steel 
the  b lackber ry  t h i c k e t ’s ar do r
when I fly in to  s t range an d  dark
salty grasses, n ight s  on fire 
h id d en  fish g low ing  at  the  muscle  
will you fol low
to a place whe re  you can th ro w  y o u r  lungs  in to  th a t  h o rn  
an d  the  herbs sacrifice the i r  y o u n g  
to a god o f  y o u r  m a k in g
sun after days u p o n  nights  u p o n  days  o f  wa te r  
I w a rm  y our  m o u t h  wi th  m y  m o u t h
we vibra te  the  air 
once  more
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N A I R A  K U Z M I C H
T H E  FEARCATCHER 
OF EAST H O L L Y W O O D
T h e  fearcatchc r  o f  East H o l l y w o o d  is a t iny ,  o ld  w o m a n  w i t h  
fat f ingers and fa t t e r  breasts th a t  dangle  between y o u r  th ighs  
when  she’s w o r k i n g  to get the fear ou t .  T he fear is located  r ig h t  
above y o u r  penis and she tel ls you  to s top s q u i r m i n g ,  fo r  G o d ’s 
sake, and just  let her  w o r k .  H e r  breasts s w in g  l ike c h u rc h  bel ls 
and you  t r y  to t h i n k  c h u r c h ie r  t h o u g h ts  so y o u r  j u n k  doesn t 
embarrass you  and o u t  you  fo r  the perver ted k id  y ou  k n o w  you  
are, t u rn e d  on by some lady gray enough  to  be y o u r  g randm a.  
She’s o n l y  d o i n g  her  job ,  o n l y  t r y i n g  to s top you  f r o m  be in g  
scared o f  the n e i g h b o r ’s dog  w h o  b i t  you  last weekend w hen  
M rs .  Lopez came over w i t h  ench i ladas  and Rocco on a leash for  
the b i r t h d a y  pa r t y  you d i d n ’t i n v i t e  her  son to. You r  cous ins 
w o u l d ’ve k icked  his ass fo r  be ing  a beaner  and you  m i g h t ’ve 
been forced to j o in  in ,  even th o u g h  he was y o u r  f r i e n d ,  and
t h a t ’s w h y  you  d i d n  t tel l  Car los.
T h e  d a m n  dog  go t  you  by the ank le  and w o u l d n ’t let  go 
so w hen  M rs .  Lopez  grabbed  the te r r ie r  by the ass and pu l l ed ,  
shi t ,  she pu l l ed  you  w i t h  i t .  You fel l  f la t  on y o u r  back, y o u r  
cous ins p o i n t i n g  and lau g h in g ,  sho r t ,  q u i c k  yelps,  l ike they 
were ba rk in g .  Surpr ised ,  M rs .  Lo pez  let go o f  Rocco and he 
rushed towards  y o u r  face, sc rap ing  y o u r  arms and f ingers w i t h  
his te r r i b le  y e l l o w  teeth.  You kep t  sc reaming  g e t h i m o f f m e g e t h i -  
m o f f m e ,  the w ords  garb led because you  t h o u g h t  i f  y ou  opened 
y o u r  m o u t h  up  a b i t ,  i f  you  e n u n c ia te d — s o m e th in g  M rs .  R o b ­
er tson says you  have a p r o b le m  d o in g ,  t h o u g h  w h a t  the hel l  
does she know,  she o n l y  speaks E ng l i sh ,  o f  course she’s g o in g  
to speak i t  r i g h t ,  b u t  you ,  y o u ’ve go t  three tongues in y o u r  
m o u t h — you w o r r i e d  i f  you  opened y o u r  m o u t h ,  sh i t ,  Rocco 
w o u l d  get one o f  th e m .  I t  was y o u r  m o m  w h o  f i n a l l y  got  the 
dog  o f f  you ,  g r a b b in g  h i m  u n d e r  his be l l y  and t h r o w i n g  h i m  
to the side l i ke  he was n o t h i n g  b u t  a tenn is  ba l l .  \ o u  s topped  
sc ream ing and y o u r  cous ins s topped  l a u g h in g  and no one said
n o t h i n g  a n d  all e v e r y o n e  c o u l d  h e a r  was  R o c c o ’s w h i m p e r s .  
Your m o t h e r  d i d n ’t lo ok  b u t  y o u  d i d  w h e n  M rs .  L o p e z  p i c k e d  
u p  Rocco ,  c r a d l i n g  h i m  th e  w ay  y o u r  k i d  s i s te r  V ic k y  d o e s  h e r  
dol ls  w h e n  she  t h i n k s  no  o n e  is l o o k i n g ,  a n d  w a l k e d  o u t  t h e  
door .  Your m o t h e r  t h r e w  aw ay  t h e  e n c h i l a d a s  a n d  t h e  c e r a m i c  
p la te  Mrs .  L opez  b r o u g h t  t h e m  in  b e f o r e  d r a g g i n g  y o u  by th e  
a r m  in to  t h e  b a t h r o o m  w h e r e  y o u r  f a t h e r  k e p t  t h e  a l c o h o l .
N o w  y o u ’re ly ing  on  t h e  g r o u n d  o n  y o u r  b a c k ,  o n  t h e  
Per s i an  c a r p e t  y o u r  folks b r o u g h t  o v e r  f r o m  t h e  o ld  c o u n t r y  
a n d  still  use even t h o u g h  th e  h o u s e  y o u  l ive in c a m e  w i t h  c a r ­
p e t i n g — du l l  a n d  b r o w n ,  b u t  s t i l l ,  c a r p e t i n g .  T h e r e ’s a towel  
ove r  y o u r  w a is t  w h i l e  s o m e  o ld  fa r t  is all u p  o n  y o u ,  k n e a d i n g  
y o u r  skin  l ike s h e ’s r o l l i n g  d o u g h  flat  e n o u g h  to  m a k e  l a x m a -  
ju n ,  the  way  y o u r  m o m  d o e s  eve ry  w e e k e n d  w h e n  y o u r  d a d  is 
h o m e  for d i n n e r  a n d  n o t  u n d e r n e a t h  s o m e o n e  e l s e ’s car,  c o v ­
ered in s o m e o n e  e ls e’s m o t o r  o il .  Your  m o t h e r  is in t h e  s a m e  
r o o m  as yo u  a n d  s h e ’s s a y in g  s h e ’s n o t  l o o k i n g ,  t h a t  sh e  c a n ’t see 
a n y t h i n g  anyw ay ,  b u t  y o u  w a n t  h e r  g o n e ,  y o u  w a n t  h e r  o u t  o f  
here,  bec au se  y o u  k n o w  w h a t ' s  g o i n g  to  h a p p e n  in a few m i n ­
utes .  I t ’s w h a t ’s h a p p e n e d  for  t h e  p a s t  t h r e e  days .  I t ’s w h y  y o u ’re 
still here ,  u n a b l e  to face R o cco ,  w h y  y o u ’re t e r r i f i e d  to  w a lk  the  
a l leyway b e h i n d  y o u r  h o u s e  b e c a u s e  it s e e m s  l ike  e v e r y o n e  in 
th e  w h o l e  w o r l d  d e c i d e d  to  get  a d o g  las t  w e ek .  I t ’s w h y  y o u ’re 
fat a n d  still  g r o w i n g .  N o  s e l f - c o n t r o l .  You ne e l even  a n d  fat  a n d  
e v e r y t h i n g  is o u t  o f  y o u r  h a n d s .
A n d  n o w  th e  f e a r c a t c h e r ’s f i n g e r s  are  p r e s s i n g  f i rm ly  
ag a in s t  y ou ,  r u b b i n g  th e  sk in  a b o v e  y o u r  c r o t c h  a n d  b e l o w  y o u r  
belly,  p i n c h i n g  a t  t h e  b o n e s  of  y o u r  h ips .  You j u s t  h av e  to  c lose 
y o u r  eyes to get  t h e  im a g e  of h e r  g ra y  h a i r  a n d  l iver s p o t s  o u t ,  
y o u  ju s t  have  to,  a n d  th is  is w h e n  t h i n g s  go w r o n g ,  t h i s  is w h e n  
t h in g s  a lways  go w r o n g .  W i t h o u t  t h e  g ra y  h a i r  a n d  t h e  l iver 
spot s ,  y o u  re t h i n k i n g  i t s  A r m i n e h  f r o m  s c h o o l  w h o ’s t o u c h i n g  
you ,  A r m i n e h  w i t h  her  b e a u t i f u l  b l a c k  eyes t h e  size o f  z e y tu n s ,  
w ho d o e s n  t p lay  I r u t h  o r  D a r e  w h e n  e v e r y o n e  else d o e s  bec au se  
she k n o w s  o n l y  wusses  p i ck  I r u t h  a n d  o n l y  s lu t s  p i c k  D a r e  an d  
she s ne i the r .  \ o u  k n o w  th i s  t o o  a n d  y o u  love  th i s  a b o u t  her,  
b u t  y o u  still  w ish  t h a t  o n e  d a y  sh e  p l ays ,  p i ck s  T r u t h ,  tel ls  the
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r o o m she l ikes you ,  a n o t h e r  day  pi cks  Da r e ,  kisses you  on  t he  
m o u t h .  I h e n  y o u ’re o p e n i n g  y o u r  eyes a n d  t he  old  w o m a n  is 
l au g h i n g  deeply,  w i n k i n g  at  y o u r  m o t h e r  a n d  w i t h d r a w i n g  her  
ha nds  wh i l e  you ' r e  s c r a m b l i n g  to s t a n d  up  a n d  cover  yourse l f .  
Your m o m  is s ay i ng  n o t  aga in ,  Jesus ,  s h e ’s never  g o i n g  to get  t he  
fear ou t ,  as you  rush to t h e  b a t h r o o m  be for e  she  says s o m e t h i n g  
else you ' r e  sure  will  kill you  i f  s o m e  d a m n  d o g  does n ' t  get  you  
first.
•  •  •
I he f ea r c a t c he r  go t  t he  fear  o u t  o f  y o u r  m o t h e r  w h e n  she  got  
in to  t ha t  car  a c c i d e n t  on  t he  way  to w o r k  six m o n t h s  back.  
Some  asshol e  s l a m m e d  i n t o  he r  pa s s e nge r - s i de  d o o r  w h e n  she  
was m a k i n g  a left ,  c l a i me d  his b r eaks  j a m m e d  a n d  he  c o u l d n ' t  
s t op  a t  t he  red l ight  l ike e v e r y o n e  k n o w s  you  re s u p p o s e d  to.  
r h e  pol i ce  of f i cer  c o n f i r m e d  thi s  a f t e r  a few days  a n d  on l y  
gave t he  lobi  a t i cke t  for  d r i v i n g  w i t h o u t  i n s u r a n c e ,  t h o u g h  he 
to ld  y o u r  folks t ha t  t hey  s h o u l d  sue for  a s e t t l e m e n t .  But  t hey  
d i d n ’t, of c our se ,  even t h o u g h  y o u r  m o m  was in t he  hos p i t a l  for  
five days  a n d  t he n  a f ra id  to get  ba c k  in a car  for  a m o n t h ,  a n d  
so lost  her  j ob as a pa s t r y  c h e f  at  G a r n i k ’s Bakery.  T h e  o wn e r s  
of t he  bus i nes s  were  A r m e n i a n ,  so y o u r  p a r e n t s  t h o u g h t  t hey  
wou l d ' ve  u n d e r s t o o d  a n d  s y m p a t h i z e d ,  given he r  a b reak ,  b u t  
t hey d i d n ’t.
•  •  •
W h e n  y o u r  da d  c o m e s  h o m e  t h a t  e ve n i ng ,  he  t akes  a q u i ck  look 
at you  a n d  says boy,  you  smel l  l ike a r a bb i t  a n d  l o o k  l ike a b i rd .  
He  s laps  you  on  t h e  back,  his d i r t y  h a n d  l eavi ng  a p r i n t  on  y o u r  
shi r t  t ha t  you  t ry  to r u b  o f f  b u t  you ' r e  t oo  fat  for  y o u r  a r m to 
reach so you  e n d  u p  just  t a p p i n g  y o u r  s h o u l d e r ,  a p i t y - p a t  t ha t  
[you  w o u l d ' ve  m i s t a k e n  for  c o n g r a t u l a t i o n s  i f  y o u r  f a t he r  ever  
did a t h i n g  l ike t ha t .  Your  da d  says t h i n g s  l ike this ,  s t u f f  t ha t  
I J o n ’t m a k e  any  sense,  a n d  d e s p i t e  all t he  l angua ge s  you  know,
| . ou  can  never  f igure  o u t  w h a t  t he  hell  h e ’s saying.
’f o u r  m o t h e r  sets u p  t he  d i n n e r  t ab l e  for  t he  s ec o n d  
|  i me  t ha t  day  a n d  you  jo in  y o u r  f a t he r  for  c o m p a n y ,  for  a n o t h e r
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s e rv in g  o f  p i l a f  t h a t  y o u r  m o t h e r  call s C h i n e s e  fo o d  b e c a u s e  she 
a d d s  s t e a m e d  b ro cco l i  to it a n d  l i t t l e  p a c k e t s  o f  soy sau c e  she  
saves f r om  the  rare t im e s  yo u  guys  ea t  at  P a n d a  Ex press  o r  m o r e  
o f t en  at  p laces  w i th  n a m e s  l ike L i t t l e  Fat  P a n d a .  Your  m o m  looks  
at  you  a l i t t le  funny ,  a l i t t le  ang ry ,  s tares  at  y o u r  s t o m a c h  so 
you t u r n  a s t r a n g e  p in k ,  b u t  y o u r  d a d  l au g h s  a n d  he  l au g h s  lo n g  
e n o u g h  for  you  to get  y o u r  r i g h t  c o l o r  b ac k ,  w h a t e v e r  t h a t  is.
You to o k  th e  S t a n d a r d i z e d  Pests last  w eek  a n d  th e r e  
was a q u e s t i o n  t h a t  as ke d yo u  w h a t  y o u  were ,  so y o u  h a d  to ask 
Mrs .  R o b e r t s o n  i f  y o u  were  W h i t e  o r  O t h e r ,  w h i c h  s e e m e d  l ike 
the  o n ly  poss ib le  choice s .  Bu t  she  l o o k e d  at  y o u  m e a n  a n d  h a r d  
a n d  said s to p  fo o l in g  a r o u n d  a n d  yo u  w a n t e d  to t h r o w  y o u r  N o .  
2 penci l  at  her  bigass fo r eh e a d .  I n s t e a d ,  y o u  b u b b l e d  O t h e r  l ike 
it was n o b o d y ’s bus iness ,  y o u r  penc i l  t e a r i n g  t h r o u g h  th e  s h ee t  
so t h a t  J o s e p h i n e ,  w h o  sat  in f r o n t  of y o u ,  s h o t  y o u  a d i r t y  lo o k  
an d  m o u t h e d  p e n d e jo .  You n a r r o w e d  y o u r  eyes  a n d  m o u t h e d  
you are r i gh t  back,  t h o u g h  yo u  d o n ’t k n o w  i f  t h a t ’s a c tu a l ly  
t ru e ,  or  w h a t  t h e  heck  t h a t  m e a n s  an yw ay ,  b u t  y o u  k n o w  t h a t  
a i n ’t you ,  a l r ig h t ,  you ' r e  no M e x i c a n  w h a t e v e r - t h a t - i s .
I he p i l a f  tas tes  b e t t e r  t h e  s e c o n d  t i m e  a r o u n d  b u t  y o u r  
d a d  t h i n k s  i t ’ll tas t e  even b e t t e r  w i t h  a s h o t  o f  t e q u i l a  so y o u r  
m o m  gets  h i m  th e  bo t t l e .  B r in g  th e  g o o d  k i n d  o f  glass,  he  tells 
he r  a n d  y o u r  m o m  rolls h e r  eyes.  She u su a l ly  k n o w s  w h a t  y o u r  
d a d  w a n ts  f r om  h e r  b e fo re  he even does .  Fo r  h i m  to o ,  y o u r  d a d  
a d d s  a n d  y o u r  m o m  coc ks  h e r  h ea d ,  n o w  in d o u b t ,  b u t  d e s p i t e  
all he r  s m ar t s ,  s h e ’s n o t  a m a n  a n d  s h e ’s n o t  y o u r  fa the r ,  so 
t h a t ’s the  e n d  o f  t h a t .
I his i sn’t th e  f i rs t  t i m e  yo u  t as te  a l c o h o l .  You have  
d r i n k s  at  pa r t ie s ,  at  b a p t i s m s ,  wakes ,  at  seven ,  e ig h t ,  a n d  n ine .  
Your d ad  will  call y o u  f ro m  th e  k i d ’s t ab l e  a n d  y o u ’ll m a r c h  
to w ar d s  h im ,  s h o o t i n g  a s m u g  lo o k  b e h i n d  y o u  a t  y o u r  c o u s in s .
I his boy  is o u r  fu tu re ,  h e ’ll say. D r i n k  to  o u r  f u t u r e ,  son .  A n d  
yo u  do ,  t r y i n g  n o t  to m a k e  a face,  t r y i n g  n o t  to  lose it. You 
swal low,  yo u  smile .  M y  son ,  th e  A m e r i c a n .  You ke ep  s m i l i n g .
H e  d o es n  t m a k e  a b ig  speech  w h e n  i t ’s j u s t  y o u  tw o  at  
th e  d i n n e r  t ab le  now,  ju s t  says t h e m  M e x i c a n s  are  a t  least  g o o d  
o n e  for t h i n g  a n d  w i n k s  at  y o u  a n d  y o u  d o n ’t k n o w  h o w  to  re-
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s p o n d  so you  just  w in k  r igh t  back .  H e  laughs  a n d  you  take the 
sho t  f rom  his h a n d  and  d r i n k  it quiet ly .  H e  d o w n s  two m ore ,  
d o e s n ’t of fer  you  any, a n d  you  d o n ’t ask. T h e  t equ i la  tas tes l ike 
a t h o u s a n d  razors s l ic ing  d o w n  y o u r  t h ro a t .  I he pi laf  is go o d ,  
kyanks ,  he tells y o u r  m o m ,  s l a p p in g  he r  ass w h e n  she leans 
across  h im  to  co l l ect  the  di shes  on  the  table .  She b lushes .  H e  
doesn ' t .  You d o n ’t e i ther .  You’re p r e t t y  sure  yo u r  p a re n t s  d o n  t 
have sex, tha t  this  f l i r t a t ion  is as far as they  get,  so you  d o n ’t 
m in d  w h e n  they  get this  far, w h ic h  isn’t very far at all. You re 
sure  t h a t  p e n d e ja  J o s e p h i n e  m u s t ’ve g o t t e n  to s e co n d  base at 
least,  m ay b e  C a r lo s  even been  the  o n e  to  d o  it.
Your  da d  pushes  back  his chair ,  goes o u t  for  a s m o k e  
a nd  yo u r  m o m  gui l t s  you  in to  d r y in g  the  d i shes  w i th  those  eyes 
o f  hers .  Ever  s ince  the  a c c id e n t ,  t h e y ’ve been  w o r k i n g  o v e r t im e ,  
m a k i n g  you  feel l ike sh i t  w h e n e v e r  you  get in t ro u b le .  T h e  eyes 
are a lways say ing  “ I a lm o s t  d ied  a n d  you  d o n ’t w a n t  to  c lean up 
yo u r  r o o m ? ” O r  “ I a lm o s t  d ied  a n d  you  c h e a t e d  on y o u r  g o d ­
d a m n  m a t h  tes t?” Even t h o u g h  she says the  fear is o u t  o f  he r  
now, you  t h i n k  s o m e  o f  it is still  left ,  sw i r l ing  a r o u n d  in the 
l iqu idy  w h i t e  pa r t  a r o u n d  he r  pup i l s ,  m a k i n g  her  look  like she s 
a lm o s t  a b o u t  to  cry. So you  c a n ’t he lp  b u t  w o n d e r :  h o w  is the 
f ea rc a t c h e r .g o in g  to  fix you  i f she c o u l d n  t fix y o u r  m o m  all the  
way up  good  f irst ,  even t h o u g h  they  got  the  sam e  lady parts?
T h e  f ea rca tcher  first  vi s i t ed y o u r  h o m e  two  weeks  af t er  
yo u r  m o m ’s a c c id e n t .  W h e n  she w a lked  t h r o u g h  the door ,  her  
eyes i m m e d i a t e l y  f o u n d  yours ,  s i t t in g  at the  d i n i n g  r o o m  table  
ea t i n g  a bag  o f  ch ips ,  a n d  she said in he r  c rack ly  voice,  l ike 
th ere  were b u m p s  up  a n d  d o w n  her  t h r o a t ,  I'll be  w o r k i n g  on  
you  soon  e n o u g h ,  boy. She rested he r  cane  aga ins t  the doorw ay ,  
w o b b l e d  over  to  the  c o u c h ,  a n d  l e a n in g  back  w i th  a h u g e  s igh, 
asked y o u r  m o t h e r  to  m ake  he r  a c u p  o f  coffee be fo re  they  s ta r t .  
N o  sugar,  she cal l ed o u t  as y o u r  m o t h e r  h u r r i e d  to the  k i t c h e n  
to do  the  a n c i e n t  w o m a n ’s b i d d in g .  \ o u  p u t  d o w n  yo u r  ch ips  
on the  table  as sof t ly  as you  c o u ld ,  a n d  h o l d i n g  y o u r  b rea th  a nd  
s ta r ing  at the  f loor ,  ru sh e d  past  he r  t o w a rd  yo u r  b e d r o o m .  You 
s h u t  the  door ,  a n d  th e n  locked  it. You k n e w  she was g o in g  to 
do  s o m e t h i n g  to  y o u r  m o m  b u t  you  d i d n ’t w a n t  to k n o w  w ha t .
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N o w  you  k now.  No w,  jus t  t h i n k i n g  a b o u t  h o w  r i g h t  t h e  old 
wi t c h  was  ma k e s  y o u  shiver .  O n l y  t o o k  Hve m o n t h s  a n d  she 
was hack  a n d  y o u  l ea r n e d  f i r s t h a n d  h e r  m e t h o d s .  T h e  fear  f r o m  
y o u r  c r o t c h  s e e p i n g  i n t o  he r  f i nger s ,  h e r  l o n g  l a u g h t e r  at  t he  
e n d  o f  each sess i on ,  h o w  she  l o o k e d  y o u n g e r  eve r y  t i m e  you 
saw her ,  m o r e  t e r r i b l e .  You a l m o s t  d r o p  t h e  p l a t e  in y o u r  h a n d  
t h i n k i n g  a b o u t  s ee i ng  he r  ag a i n  t o m o r r o w .  You a n x i o u s l y  l ook  
to y o u r  m o t h e r ,  b u t  she  d o e s n ’t n o t i c e ,  los t  as she  is, o f t en ,  
in her  o w n  t h o u g h t s .  D o n ’t cry,  y o u  have  t h e  u r g e  to tel l  her,  
t h o u g h  s h e ’s no t .  You h a t e  it w h e n  gi r l s  cry.  V i c k y  d o e s n ’t do  
it o f t en ,  t h a n k  G o d .  You'd n ev e r  say t h i s  to h e r  face b u t  s h e ’s 
t o u g h ,  t o u g h e r  t h a n  m o s t  o f  y o u r  f r i e n d s ,  so w h e n e v e r  s he  lets 
sl ip a few, y o u  feel l ike a b s o l u t e  c r ap .  H o w  we r e  y o u  u n a b l e  
to s t o p  it? H e r  c l a s s ma t e  B o b b y  f r o m  p u s h i n g  h e r  a f t e r  a ha r d  
g a m e  of  d o d g e b a l l ?  O r  he r  t ear s  f r o m  f a l l i ng  a f t e r  w a k i n g  up 
s c r e a m i n g  f r o m a n i g h t m a r e ?  W h a t  g o o d  is it b e i n g  so d a m n  
fat ,  b e i n g  so g o d d a m n  big,  if y o u  can ' t  even  p r o t e c t  y o u r  l i t t l e 
sister?
A n d  h o w  a b o u t  w h e n  A r m i n e h  d i d n ’t ge t  S t u d e n t  o f  
t he  M o n t h  t h e  f i rst  r o u n d  o f  t h e  s c h o o l - y e a r ?  T h e  w h o l e  wo r l d  
k n e w  she  was  t he  s m a r t e s t  in t h e  class,  b u t  t h e y  gave  it t o t ha t  
n ew kid,  Ruel l a ,  w h o  ba r e l y  s p o k e  E n g l i s h ,  b u t  was  s u p e r g o o d  
in M a t h ,  l ike t h a t  m a t t e r e d .  Bu t  A r m i n e h  c r i e d  a n d  c r i e d  whi l e  
you  all w a i t e d  in l ine  for  Rue l l a  to f i n i sh  t a k i n g  p i c t u r e s  wi t h  
t he  p r i nc i pa l .  A n d  w h e n  y o u  h e a r d  t h a t  s t u p i d  k id  J u a n  w h i s p e r  
sore- loser ,  y o u  neve r  w a n t e d  to h u r t  a n y o n e  so bad .  You were  
a l r eady  in t r o u b l e ,  t h o u g h ,  for  t a l k i n g  w h e n  Mr s .  R o b e r t s o n  
was l e c t u r i n g  t h a t  m o r n i n g  so y o u  k n e w  i f  y o u  t r i e d  s o m e t h i n g ,  
even s t u c k  o u t  y o u r  m i d d l e  f inger ,  Mr s .  R o b e r t s o n  w o u l d ’ve 
t r i ed  to get  y o u  s u s p e n d e d ,  l ike y o u  k n o w  s h e ’s b e e n  t r y i n g  to 
do  ever  s i nce  s ch o o l  b eg a n .  You s h o u l d n ’t have  f a r t e d  d u r i n g  
Rol l - Ca l l  t he  f i rst  d ay  of  class,  f i rs t  i m p r e s s i o n s  a n d  all ,  b u t  you 
just  h ad  to let it go,  y o u  h a d  to,  t h e r e  was  n o  wa y  y o u  c o u l d ’ve 
k ep t  it in.
Your  m o m  is n o w  h u m m i n g  to s o m e  t u n e  in he r  head 
a n d  yo u  re n o d d i n g  a l o n g ,  w o n d e r i n g  w h a t  A r m i n e h  is d o i n g  
r i gh t  now,  w h e n  y o u r  d a d  c o m e s  b a c k  in,  s l a m m i n g  t h e  d o o r
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o p e n  a n d  s l a m m i n g  it s h u t .  El i  s h u n i  k a k ,  h e  says ,  t h r o w i n g  u p  
his h a n d s .  D o g  s h i t  a g a i n .  I h e  fear  s c r a m b l e s  f r o m  y o u r  c r o t c h  
a n d  se t t l e s  in y o u r  t h r o a t .  Your  m o m ’s p u t t i n g  d o w n  t h e  t owe l  
a n d  r e a c h i n g  for  h e r  s h o e s .  You h u r r y  a f t e r  t h e m ,  w h e r e  fo r  t h e  
t h i r d  d a y  in a row,  t h e y  II see d o g  s h i t  in f r o n t  o f  t h e  g a r a g e  
d o o r ,  s m a c k - d a b  in t h e  c e n t e r ,  as i f  c a r e f u l l y  p l a c e d  t h e r e .
1'wo d a y s  ago ,  w h e n  y o u r  d a d  f i r s t  s a w it,  h e  t h o u g h t  it 
was  h u m a n  s h i t ,  it was  so big.  H o m e l e s s ,  h e  h a d  r e a s o n e d .  A n d  
y e s t e r d a y  m o r n i n g ,  w h e n  a n o t h e r  r e a p p e a r e d ,  c o i n c i d e n c e ,  he  
e x p l a i n e d .  B u t  y o u  d o u b t  a b u m  w o u l d  s h i t  in t h e  s a m e  p l a c e  
t h r e e  d a y s  b a c k  to  b a c k  a n d  f r o m  t h e  w a y  y o u r  f o l ks  a r e  l o o k i n g  
at  e a ch  o t h e r ,  y o u  k n o w  t h e y  d o n ’t t h i n k  so e i t h e r .  It m u s t  be  
d o g s  a n d  now,  all o f  a s u d d e n ,  y o u ’re t h i n k i n g ,  y o u ’re s u r e ,  i t ’s 
Ro c c o .  You tell  ' e m  j u s t  t h a t ,  b u t  y o u r  m o m  rol l s  h e r  eyes  a n d  
wa l ks  c l o s e r  t o  t h e  e v i d e n c e .  Yo u r  d a d  is s q u a t t i n g  by  i ts s i de ,  
h a n d s  o n  hi s  k n e e s ,  s h a k i n g  hi s  h e a d .
B u t  o f  c o u r s e  i t ’s Rocco!  I t ’s p e r f e c t .  A b i g ,  b r o w n ,  F. U.  
to y o u r  fami ly .
I t s  n o t  R o c c o ,  y o u r  d a d  f i na l l y  says ,  s t a n d i n g  up .  H e ’s 
t oo  s ma l l  of  an  a n i m a l ,  he  says ,  a n d  y o u  w a n t  t o  tel l  h i m  t h a t  
size m e a n s  a b s o l u t e  s q u a t ,  b u t  h e ’s o p e n i n g  t h e  g a r a g e  d o o r  a n d  
u n l o c k i n g  t h e  t r u n k  o f  hi s  car.  H e  t a k e s  a rol l  o f  p a p e r  t o we l s  
c r a m m e d  b e h i n d  t h e  s p a r e  t i r e  a n d  y o u  m a k e  a face.  Yo u r  m o m  
e x t e n d s  h e r  h a n d  to  h i m ,  a s k i n g  for  t h e  rol l  w i t h  h e r  f i n g e r s ,  
b u t  h e  o n l y  s h a k e s  hi s  h e a d .  Your  d a d ’s o l d  s c h o o l  t h a t  way,  in 
m a n y  ways .  T h e  w o m a n  c l e a n s  u p  a f t e r  hi s  s h i t ,  n o  o n e  e l s e ’s.
You w a t c h  as h e  b e n d s  d o w n ,  g r a b s  t h e  s t o o l  w i t h  s e v ­
eral  s h e e t s ,  s c o o p i n g  it i n t o  hi s  p a p e r - h a n d s ,  a n d  w a l k s  it ov e r  
to t h e  b l a c k  b i n ,  hi s  a r m s  o u t s t r e t c h e d  in f r o n t  o f  h i m .  You are  
r e m i n d e d  of all t h o s e  A m e r i c a n s  c a r r y i n g  p l a t e s  o f  c a s s e r o l e  o n  
I V  w h e n  n e w  n e i g h b o r s  m o v e  in.  Bu t  it ' s y o u r  f u c k i n g  n e i g h b o r s  
w h o  are  t h e  p r o b l e m ,  a r e n ’t t hey ,  t h e s e  M e x i c a n s  a n d  t h e i r  w i l d  
dogs .  If i t ’s n o t  C a r l o s ,  y o u  b e t  i t ’s a n o t h e r  C a r l o s .  Yo u r  u n c l e  
A r m o  was  r i g h t .  You g u y s  s h o u l d n ’t h a v e  m o v e d  i n t o  t h i s  n e i g h ­
b o r h o o d .  I he  h o u s e  was  c h e a p ,  b u t  t h e  q u a l i t y  o f  r e s i d e n t s  was  
c h e a p e r .  1 h o s e  w e r e  hi s  w o r d s  a n d  t h e r e  was  a c e r t a i n  t r u t h  to 
t h e m  t h a t  e v e n  y o u  c o u l d  p i c k  up .  W h y  d i d n ’t y o u r  d a d  l i s t en?
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U n c le  A r m o  is y o u r  f a t h e r ’s b r o t h e r  a n d  last  yea r  w h e n  
y o u  guys  s t a r t e d  l o o k i n g  for  h o m e s  to  buy,  he  sa id  t a k e  it f r o m  
h i m ,  d o n ’t do  it. You w a n t  to b u y  a ho u se?  B uy  a h o u s e  in G l e n ­
dale ,  n o t  a n y w h e r e  nea r  here ,  in Eas t  H o l l y w o o d ,  w h e r e  yo u  
guys  have l ived for  t h e  pas t  five yea rs  in a c r u m m y  a p a r t m e n t  
b u i l d i n g  w i t h  a c e m e n t  b a c k y a r d .  I t ’s n o t  l ike  y o u  c o u l d ’ve even 
p layed  o u t s i d e  i f  y o u  w a n t e d ,  n o  w o n d e r  y o u ’re s u c h  a w ha le ;  
th e  m o m s  h u n g  t h e i r  l a u n d r y  o u t - b a c k  a n d  t h e y ’d w h i p  y o u  
g o o d  i f  y o u  g o t  a n y  o f  t h e i r  s h ee t s  d i r ty .  T h e  t e n a n t s  in t h a t  
b u i l d i n g  were  all A r m e n i a n  w h e n  y o u  guys  j u s t  a r r i v e d ,  b u t  o n e  
by o n e ,  t h e y  m o v e d  o u t ,  a n d  th e  m a n a g e r  h a d  no  c h o i c e  b u t  to 
offe r  r o o m s  to th e  lobis .  T h e  A r m e n i a n s  w e r e  all in G l e n d a l e ,  
U n c le  A r m o  h a d  sa id ,  in h o u s e s  t h e y  c o u l d n ’t a f fo rd ,  b u t  th ey  
were  w i t h  each  o th e r .
Your d a d  d i d n ’t m i n d  Eas t  H o l l y w o o d  t o o  m u c h ,  yo u  
c o u l d  tell .  It is as if it is a b a d g e  o f  h o n o r  for  h i m ,  s t i c k i n g  it 
o u t ,  s h o w i n g  th e  M e x i c a n s  t h a t  t h e y  c o u l d n ’t r u n  h i m  o u t  o f  
t o w n ,  l ike t h e  Azer is  d id  h i m  a n d  his  p a r e n t s  w h e n  he  was  a 
k id  g r o w i n g  u p  in K a r a b a k h .  B u t  he  h a t e d  t h e  t h o u g h t  t h a t  y o u  
guys  w e re  left  b e h i n d ,  t h a t  y o u  w e re  s ti l l  l i v in g  in an  a p a r t m e n t  
as if y o u  h a d  j u s t  c o m e  to  th i s  c o u n t r y .  E v e r y o n e  b a c k  h o m e  
t h o u g h t  y o u r  f am i ly  w o u l d  ve m a d e  it b ig  by th is  t i m e ,  a t  leas t  
have y o u r  o w n  h o u s e — y o u  gu ys  a t  leas t  h a d  t h a t  b a c k  th e r e .  It 
was a c r u m b l i n g  s t o n e  b u i l d i n g  b u t  it was  y o u r s .  N o w  y o u r  d a d  
had  to ask  p e r m i s s i o n  f ro m  s o m e  g r a m p s  to  h a n g  p h o t o s  o n  the  
walls,  l ike he  was a c h u m p .  N o ,  it was t i m e  fo r  a m o v e  b u t  y o u r  
d a d  c o u l d n  t b r i n g  h im se l f  to b u y  a h o u s e  he  k n e w  w o u l d  be 
ev e n tu a l ly  t a k e n  f r o m  his h a n d s ,  so he  s e t t l e d  o n  a h o u s e  t h a t  
he k n e w  he c o u l d  keep.
Your d a d s  n o t  a r isk take r .  I h o u g h  a c i t i z e n ,  he  lives 
in a c o n s t a n t  fear of d e p o r t a t i o n .  U n t i l  y o u  re e i g h t ,  y o u  go 
s h o p p i n g  w i t h  y o u r  p a r e n t s ,  p o i n t i n g  o u t  t h e  t r e a t s  y o u  w a n t ,  
k n o w i n g  yo u  w o n ’t ge t  a n y  o f  t h e m .  You m o s t l y  w e n t  to  steal  
a few cand ie s .  O n e  t i m e ,  y o u ’re h e l p i n g  y o u r  m o m  lo ad  th e  
i t em s  o n t o  t h e  b lack  c o u n t e r .  I he r e  was  a sale for  bags  o f  f lou r  
at  Yons ,  tw o  for  t h re e ,  w i t h  a l i m i t  o f  f o u r  bags  t o t a l  p e r  c u s ­
t o m e r  so y o u r  m o m ,  o f  c o u r s e ,  g o t  all four .  T h e  dea l  is to o
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g o o d  to  pass  u p ,  s he  sa i d ,  e s p e c i a l l y  w i t h  t h e  w a y  y o u  e a t .  Yo u r  
d a d ’s e m b a r r a s s e d  to  c a r r y  f o o d s t a m p s  so h e  lets  y o u r  m o m  p ay  
t h e  c l e r k .  A f t e r  l o a d i n g  t h e  g r o c e r i e s  i n s i d e  t h e  car,  y o u r  m o m  
c o n v i n c e s  y o u r  d a d  to  g o  h a c k  in,  g r a b  f o u r  m o r e  a n d  p a y  at  
a d i f f e r e n t  ai sle.  N o  o n e  wi l l  k n o w ,  s h e  says.  Bes i des ,  n o  o n e  
wi l l  ca re .  H e  gives  in,  goes  i n s i d e ,  a n d  t akes  y o u  w i t h  h i m .  Bu t  
as he  s t a n d s  r e a d y  t o  h a n d  o v e r  t h e  f o o d s t a m p s ,  w i t h  hi s  h e a d  
u p  b u t  eyes  d o w n ,  a p r e t t y  b l o n d e  w o r k e r  w h o  l o o k e d  a l i t t l e  
f a mi l i a r  w a l k i n g  by  tel l s  t h e  c l e r k  at  y o u r  r e g i s t e r  t h a t  t h i s  m a n  
was  w i t h  a c u s t o m e r  w h o  a l r e a d y  p u r c h a s e d  t h e  f l o u r  a t  t h e  
l i mi t .  T h e  c l e r k  l o o k s  at  y o u r  d a d  a n d  s h r u g s  h e r  s h o u l d e r s .  
Sor ry,  sir,  y o u  c a n ’t, s he  says ,  a n d  b e n d s  h e r  h e a d  d o w n  to g ive  
y o u  a s mi l e ,  h e r  s p a r k l i n g  A m e r i c a n  t e e t h  s h o w i n g .  E v e r y o n e  
in t h e  s t o r e  is l o o k i n g  at  y o u  t w o ,  a n d  y o u r  d a d ,  f o r  a s e c o n d ,  
j us t  s t a n d s  t h e r e ,  j us t  t ake s  it ,  o n e  h a n d  o u t s t r e t c h e d ,  t h e  f o o d ­
s t a m p s  in it s h a k i n g ,  a n d  t h e  bi l l s  l o o k  to  y o u ,  t h e n  m o r e  t h a n  
ever ,  f ake ,  false,  l ike he  was  h o l d i n g  o n t o  M o n o p o l y  m o n e y .  
Fina l ly ,  he  mo v e s ,  l eaves  t h e  s t o r e ,  r ed  a n d  b u r n i n g .  H e  pu l l s  
at  y o u r  s w e a t y  h a n d ,  d r a g g i n g  y o u  t o w a r d s  t h e  car,  o p e n i n g  
t h e  p a s s e n g e r - s i d e  d o o r  a n d  y a n k i n g  y o u r  m o t h e r  o u t .  H e  says  
n o t h i n g  as he  ge t s  b e h i n d  t h e  w h e e l  a n d  d r i v e s  off .  H e  leaves  
y o u  t w o  t h e r e  in t h e  p a r k i n g  l o t  o f  t h e  g r o c e r y  s t o r e ,  mi l e s  f r o m  
h o m e ,  s t r a n d e d .  Your  m o m  d o e s n ' t  say a n y t h i n g ,  j us t  g l a n c e s  
d o w n  at  y o u .  Wel l ?
You e x p l a i n  t h e  be s t  y o u  c a n .  S h e  c r i e s  for  m o s t  of  t h e  
wa l k  b ac k .  N o  o n e  eve r  t a l ks  a b o u t  t h a t  day,  so y o u  t r y  t o  f o r g e t  
t h e  c o l o r  o f  y o u r  m o t h e r ’s face,  y o u r  m o t h e r  w i p i n g  h e r  n o s e  
w i t h  t h e  b a c k  o f  t h e  wr i s t ,  w i p i n g  it o n  h e r  d ress .  S t r a n g e r s  n o t  
m e e t i n g  y o u r  eyes ,  t h e  b a c k  o f  t h e i r  h e a d s ,  h o w  t h e y  all  l o o k e d  
t h e  s a me .
You d a d  t h r o w s  t h e  s h i t  away,  l o o k s  i n t o  t h e  d a r k n e s s  
o f  t h e  b i n ,  t h e n  c l oses  t h e  l id.  H e  p u t s  hi s  b o x  o f  t o o l s  o v e r  it. 
V i c k y  is w a i t i n g  in t h e  l i v i n g  r o o m  w h e n  y o u  t h r e e  c o m e  b a c k  
i n t o  t h e  h o u s e ,  y o u r  f a t h e r  h o l d i n g  hi s  h a n d s  in f r o n t  o f  h i m  
l ike a z o m b i e ,  y o u  b r e a t h i n g  o u t  w i t h  y o u r  m o u t h ,  t r y i n g  t o  ge t  
r id o f  t h e  d o g  s h i t  s me l l  in t h e  b a c k  o f  t h e  t h r o a t ,  y o u r  m o t h e r  
s o u n d l e s s .  W h e r e  d i d  y o u  g u y s  go,  V i c k y  asks ,  t h o u g h  y o u  c a n
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tell f r o m  th e  w ay  s h e ’s h o l d i n g  t h e  b o o k  in h e r  h a n d s ,  t h u m b  
b e t w e e n  th e  pages ,  she  d o e s n ' t  rea l ly  care .  F r o m  t h e  b a t h r o o m ,  
y o u r  f a th e r  calls  for  her.  Vicky,  he  says.  G o  b r i n g  a b l a n k  piece  
o f  p a p e r  a n d  y o u r  n ice s t  m a r k e r s .  S h e  h o p s  to  it,  n o w  ale r t ,  
p leased  she  is p u t  to  use.  You feel a p a n g  o f  j e a l o u s y  a n d  c o n f u ­
s ion ,  a n d  b l a m e  it o n  t h e  fear  n o t  m i x i n g  well  w i t h  t h e  pilaf.  
E v e r y o n e  g a t h e r s  in t h e  l i v in g  r o o m ,  y o u r  fo lks  s i t t i n g  o n  the  
c o u c h ,  V ic k y  o n  th e  f loor ,  legs b e n t  u n d e r  her ,  a n d  y o u  s t a n d  
t r y i n g  to f l a t t en  y o u r s e l f  a g a in s t  t h e  wal l ,  p e e r i n g  f r o m  th e  c u r ­
t a i n e d  w i n d o w .
You’re g o i n g  to  p o s t  a s ign.  T h a t ’s w h a t  y o u r  d i p l o m a t  
f a th e r  dec id e s .  A s ign.  W r i t e  o n  it, m y  s m a r t  g i r l ,  he  says , in 
y o u r  bes t  E n g l i s h ,  s o m e t h i n g  a b o u t  c l e a n i n g  u p  a f t e r  y o u r  dog s .  
V icky p u t s  a b lu e  m a r k e r  b e t w e e n  h e r  t e e t h ,  a n d  t h i n k s .  M a k e  
s u re  y o u r  h a n d w r i t i n g  is n ice ,  rea l ly  n e a t ,  y o u r  d a d  c o n t i n u e s .  
You c o m e  to s t a n d  ove r  h e r  s h o u l d e r  a n d  i n s p e c t .  S h e  w r i t e s ,  in 
big,  l o o p y  l e t te rs ,  e v e n ly  s p a c e d  a p a r t :  H e l p  K e ep  O u r  N e i g h ­
b o r h o o d  B eau t i fu l .  P lease  C l e a n  U p  A f t e r  Your  D o g s .  You h u m  
y o u r  a p p r o v a l  a n d  y o u r  d a d  pee rs  ac ro ss  t h e  t a b l e  a t  t h e  fo re ign  
w o rd s .  H e  d o es n ' t  s p e a k  E n g l i s h  wel l ,  b u t  he  ca n  read  it. S o m e  
o f  the  l e t t ers  yo u  k n o w  r e s e m b le  R u s s ia n ,  s o m e  of  t h e  w o r d s  
y o u  guess  he  p i c k e d  u p  a t  t h e  a u t o - s h o p .
L o o k s  g o o d ,  he  says a n d  s q u e e z e s  V i c k y ’s s h o u l d e r .  
D r a w  s o m e  f lowers ,  y o u r  m o m  a d d s .  Your  s i s te r  f r o w n s .  S h e ’s 
n o t  an  a r t i s t .  She  look s  to  y o u  a n d  y o u r  ra ise y o u r  p a l m s  u p  a n d  
b ack  away.  N o  w ay  y o u ’re g o i n g  to  d r a w  s o m e  s issyass roses.  
Your m o m  gets  u p  w i t h  an  e x a g g e r a t e d  s igh  a n d  c o m e s  to  y o u r  
s i s t e r ’s s ide ,  p i c k i n g  u p  th e  s k i r t  of h e r  h o u s e d r e s s  a n d  k n e e l i n g  
d o w n  gracefu l ly .  G iv e  m e  a g re en  m a rk e r .
T h e  s ign c o m e s  o u t  c o l o r f u l  a n d  c o n v i n c i n g ,  f r iendly .  
V ick y  h o ld s  it up  ove r  h e r  h e a d  a n d  y o u  all a p p l a u d .  Your  d a d  
t o u c h e s  y o u r  m o t h e r ’s b a c k  a n d  she  m o v es  a l i t t l e  c lo se r  to  h i m .  
E v e r y o n e  p u t s  o n  t h e i r  sh o es  a n d  y o u  g r a b  t h e  t a p e  f r o m  y o u r  
b a c k p a c k .  1 he  w h o l e  f a m i ly  s t a n d s  a n d  c o m m a n d s ,  a l i t t l e  to 
t h e  left ,  a l i t t le  r igh t ,  h ig h e r ,  lower ,  p e r f e c t ,  a n d  y o u  s t i ck  th e  
s ign in th e  c e n t e r  of t h e  ga r ag e  d o o r .  You w a lk  b a c k  t o w a r d s  the  
rest  a n d  a d m i r e  w h a t  you 'v e  a c c o m p l i s h e d .
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Next  m o r n i n g ,  y o u ’re u p  be fo re  e v e ry o n e  else, befo re  
the  a la rm  goes o f f  in y o u r  p a re n t s  b e d r o o m ,  be fo re  y o u r  m o m  
has to  t ap  y o u r  nose  awake .  I t ’s no t  even seven yet.  You p u t  
on  a sw ea te r  over  the  w i f e - b e a te r  you  s lep t  in a n d  y o u r  Pay- 
less sneakers .  T h e r e ’s no t im e  for socks.  You t ry  to  be q u i e t  
w h e n  you  u n l o c k  the  b a c k d o o r  a n d  close it b e h i n d  you .  You 
run  to w a rd s  the  ga te ,  o p e n  th a t  too ,  a n d  f ina l ly  you ' r e  there ,  in 
the  alley, a n d  y o u r  eyes i m m e d i a t e l y  go to the  g r o u n d .  Rocks,  
rocks,  a c r u s h e d  Pepsi b o t t l e ,  c o u p le  o f  r o t t e n  o ran g e s  f rom  
a n e i g h b o r ’s t ree,  b u t  yes, yes, no  p o o p ,  no  shit ! You w a n t  to 
d ance ,  you  w a n t  to  w h o o p ,  you  wish A r m i n e h  was there ,  oh ,  i f 
on ly  the  f ea rc a tc h e r  c o u ld  see you  now. But  s o m e t h i n g  ca tches  
yo u r  eye, t h e  s ign ,  the  s ign a l i t t le  d a rk e r  t h a n  you  r e m e m b e r e d  
; it. You m ove  closer.
In bo ld  a n d  a n g ry  bl ack ,  fore ign w o rd s  t h a t  c u t  t h r o u g h  
you ,  m a k i n g  it ha rd  to swal low.  G o  back  to M ex ico ,  you  f u c k ­
ing w e tbacks .
W e tb a c k s .
You k n o w  this  w o rd .  I his w o r d  is n o t  you .  T his w o r d  is 
n o t  y o u r  family.
Take  a few s teps  back.  Phis pe r s o n  has go t  it all w r o n g .  
Tear  it d o w n  befo re  s o m e b o d y  sees. Pear it d o w n  qu ick ly .  
C r u m p l e  it i n to  a ball a n d  t h r o w  it far away f rom  here .  W ake  up  
befo re  y o u r  dad  t o m o r r o w  a n d  for  the  rest  o f  y o u r  life. C le a n  
the  s h i t  o u t s i d e  y o u r  house .
Kuzmich
R I C A R D O  P A U - L L O S A
S O U T H E R N  RACE R
T h e  s l ide  o f  a d a r k  v i n e  
across  o r c h i d s  p r o m p t s  
t h e  eye t o  fo l lo w
t o w a r d  h i b i scu s ,  t h e n  
a p ause ,  t h e n  it u n c o i l s  
f u r t h e r  t o w a r d  i ron
a n d  ja s m in e .  L a te r  
I will  see it by  t h e  g a r d e n i a s  
a n d  a s ta r t l e  wil l  fire
it t o w a r d  t h e  f icus h e d g e .
Lat e r  I wil l  p o n d e r  it 
w h e r e  I d i d  n o t  see
m o v e m e n t  o r  s im i l a r s .
It has  t a u g h t  m e  
to  t h i n k  as it l ives,
a n d  m a d e  t h e  eye 
p re y  o n  fal len b r a n c h e s  
t h a t  m i g h t  s p r i n g
o r  fall u p o n  t h e  l o n g  shr ive l  
o f  l o n g  leaves w h i c h  m i g h t ,  
o n  t h e  c u e  of  y e a r n i n g ,
a w a k e n ,  b e h o l d  t h e m s e l v e s  
b e h e l d ,  a n d  o u t p a c e  
t h o u g h t  a n d  w o n d e r i n g .
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F l y i n g  a b o v e  M i s s o u r i
[Isaiah 5:13]
By b e n d s  th e  r iver 
we ig hs  t h e  g r o u n d  s m er i t .
A n g l i n g
for  a d e s t i n e d  s o u t h  
t h a t  n o w  s lopes  
th e  o t h e r  ca rd in a l s  
to w h e r e v e r  
th e  d ry n e s s  tows  
ca l l igraphy .
In t e r n a l  shore ,  
t he  m i n d ’s po le  
for t h e  p u m i c e  flat ,  
it c o n f o u n d s  
its p r e d i c a t e  role.
1'he River  is t h e  verb  
o f  t h e  verb  n a t i o n .
Lost it nev e r  see ms  
t h r o u g h  arcs t h a t  will  n o t  
g u id e  t h e  geese c h e v ro n  
or  th is  p l a n e  
m a p p e d  a n d  s c h e d u le d  
b e tw e e n  e a r th  a n d  h eaven  
g u l p i n g  c l o u d s  in rows,  
c l i m a t e ’s abacus .
A c h a t t y  na t ive  in t h e  nex t  seat  
pul ls  m e  to  his b o y h o o d  “T h e r e . ” 
T h e s e  m o l t e n  l ights  
b r e a t h e d  his d ense ,  i n t e n d e d  flow.
H e’s c o u n t e d  all his m a n  days 
s ince this wa te r  was his h o m e .  
Crad le ,  speaker,  mast  
u p o n  w hi ch  a peop le  
swayed s to rm  in to  course.
Briefly, as he rambles,  I p o n d e r  
the  landscape as w o u ld  be mine.  
I am  f luent  yet  foreign 
to its syllables.
Sibi lant  fo rm ed ,  
the  spinal  u n d u l a n t  
shapes  the  compass  
by w hich  a race I k n o w  
b u t  will no t  k n o w  me 
knows an d  is k n o w n .
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Look  at these  h e r r i n g b o n e  m e n  d a n g l i n g  lo n g  ropes  
d o w n  f ro m  th e  pier,  each a du l l  ch i ld  
w a i t i n g  for  his u n s p o o l e d  y o -y o  to  r e tu r n ,  
each d r e a m i n g  his s u n k e n  p o t  will  c o m e  up  
hiss ing  w i th  d u n g e n e s s —
Bai t -bra ins!  1 piss on  y o u r  p o t s ’ p o l i te  c h i c k e n  livers!
O h ,  y o u  s u n n e d  a s q u e a k  of reek f r o m  t h e m —  
two days  o n  t h e  fence  post?
C ra b s  s c r a m b le  to m a t t e r  m o r e  nox ious :
these  g u t t e d  a lb aco re  at  t h e  t rash  b i n ’s b o t t o m
with  eyes like s m a s h e d  w a tc h -f aces ,  s m e l l in g  t h u n d e r o u s .
H e r r i n g b o n e s  l ikes a d r y  scent l ess  p i c k e d - c l e a n  
nea tness ,  a n d  has  a wife
wi th  a n t i s ep t i c  smi le  w h o  fo r m s  a s m a r t  d i sp lay  cake
of his swee t  w h i t e  c law m ea t .  Af t e r  d i n n e r  he feels m o s t  m a n
b e in g  c h e w e d  u p  a n d  sp i t  o u t  w h e r e  sh e  is toothle ss .
It ’s o t h e r w i s e  w i th  me.
1 was b o r n  w i t h  these  b l u n t  h a r d  t ee th  to  c rack  th e  very  c l a m p s  
t h a t  p ick  at  m e  in d r e a m s .  M y  agi le t o n g u e  can f ea th e r  
life o u t  o f  t h e  cracks .  W h o  will  say I ’m  n o t  a lover?
L o o k  at  th is gashed  l ing  co d
m a k i n g  th e  face we are all a b o u t  to  make .
C r a b s  will p lace  t h e  b o n e  c r o w n  o n  h i m  a n d  send  h i m  
t u r n i n g  d e e p e r  t h a n  m o o n l i g h t  reaches .
H e r r i n g b o n e s  c a n n o t  f a t h o m  the  s p e c t a c u l a r  wal tzes 
1 d r e a m ,  across  d e a t h ’s w id e  d r o w n e d  deck.
I have been  p r o m o t e d  to  V ic e - A d m i ra l ,
a n d  crabs  c l ing  to m y  mass ive  flesh l ike medal s .
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C O M B I N G  AT T H E  E N D  
O F  M E T A P H O R
l.
This  godawful clod o f  man 
with eyeglasses warped 
as sea-relinquished bottleglass,
by which he tracks his blessed dog 
where the surf shrinks, has turned 
and waits for me, his hand
juggling free o f  weed strands 
a thing he gives to me:
That’s a rare f in d — angel wings!
which is a white mussel shell- 
opened,  pinioned 
to him
as the terrible anomalies 
shrieking down 
heaven.
It crumbles  in the hinge o f  my outs t retched 
mind.
They’re usually broken up; 
f in d  another i f  you’re lucky.
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2 .
Picking  th rough  s t rangula ted kelp,
1 find the bur ied  bulb 
at co i l ’s end.
Stretch the unreal length s t ra ight  o u t —  
livid scourge! 
m ons t rous  sperm!
O  unl ikeness.
P icking th rough
the mossy beards s t r ipped
from prophet s ,  washed
ashore here— where
are your  microbial  lips, Pythagoras?
Pick apart  green s t rands
and  find the sand flea’s throne :  
a trail o f  bubbles going deeper 
my love says,
kissed by unl ikeness.
Krieg 51
3 .
Tha t  angel-winged sand-flea
Giordano Bruno,
that mutat ion stricken,
no sandgrain gl int ing has yet 
escaped his memory, 
who evaporated
at the stake, now heads 
a hundredfold 
on the oils
o f  a tern’s lost underdown tuft: 
image that has nothing to do 
with Argus,
that watches over my life.
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MATT D O N O V A N
H O U S E  O F  T H E  V E T T I I
No catastrophe has ever yielded so much pleasure 
to the rest o f  humanity.
- Goethe
N o t  lo n g  f rom  now,  peo p le  will c ro w d  th e  s t ree t,  w e e p i n g  a n d  s c a n ­
n in g  the  skies.  A w o m a n  will flail o n  her  b a t h r o o m  tiles, g r i p p i n g  
a b o t t l e  o f  p o i so n ,  a n d  t o m o r r o w ’s n ew sp a p e r s  will rail again s t  an y  
m i s h m a s h  o f  f ic t ion  an  d fact.
But ,  for  now,  d esp i t e  a dr izz le  of forecas ted  ra in ,  eve ry ­
th i n g  is s w i m m i n g  a lo n g  jus t f ine to R a m o n  Raque l lo  a n d  his O r ­
ches t r a  c h u r n i n g  t h r o u g h  a m o o d y  t an g o  in the  H o te l  Park Plazas  
M e r id i a n  R o o m .  T h a t  ther e  is no  M e r i d i a n  R o o m  w i th  a low c h a n ­
del ier  laced w i th  faux pearls  a n d  a s h o e - w o r n  c h e c k e r b o a r d  d an c e  
floor,  n o r  an y  g r i n n i n g ,  t u x e d o c d  R a m o n  s t i t c h in g  the  ai r w i th  his 
b a t o n ,  doesn ' t  mat t er .  Jus t  now,  no  o n e  is the  wiser,  a n d  the  s h o w s  
few l i steners  are bare ly  a t t e n d i n g  to the  rad io  filler th is  is m e a n t  to 
be.
Even w h e n  the  a n n o u n c e r  i n t e r r u p t s  w i t h  a w e a t h e r  u p ­
da te  aga in  -  a s l ight  a t m o s p h e r i c  shi ft  above N o v a  Scot ia  -  it bare ly  
w a r r an t s  a m e n t i o n .  So o n  R a m o n  is back,  t r o t t i n g  o u t  th a t  w o r k ­
hor se  “ La C u m p a r s i t a . ” A n d  i f th is  melody ,  too ,  will  give way  to 
the  a n n o u n c e m e n t  t h a t  a s t reak of h y d ro g e n  is rac ing t o w ard  ea r th  
“ like a jet o f  b lue  f lame s h o t  f r om  a gun"  -  no  i m p o r t a .  In a few 
beats,  w e ’re r e tu r n e d  yet again ,  l i l t ing  t h r o u g h  “a t u n e  t h a t  never  
loses flavor, ‘Star  D u s t , ”’ t h e  t i t l e ’s gag n o t  yet  clear.
In E u r i p i d e s ’ play, P e n t h e u s  can' t  s top  t h i n k i n g  a b o u t  w h a t  goes  on  
in those  w o o d s .  T h e  revels, the  r ap tu re ,  the  w h i p p i n g  of hair,  his 
c i t izens  s l i n k in g  off in to  th ickets .  W h e n  he  says t h a t  Bacchu s  has 
no place in th e  law o f  T h e b e s ,  th a t  all the  p o l l u te d  will h ang ,  w h a t  
he  m e a n s  is th a t ,  m o r e  t h a n  a n y t h i n g  in the  w o r ld ,  he  des ires the i r  
p leasures ,  the i r  th ickets .
After  the  p e r f u m e d  S t r a n g e r  — Bacc hu s  in d isgu ise  — is c a p ­
tu red  by palace  gua rds  a n d  d rag g ed  back  to P e n t h e u s  in o r d e r  to
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answer  for his c o r ru p t in g  ways,  his chains  keep s l ipp in g  f rom  his 
wrists wi th  the  ease o f  d r i p p i n g  water:  the  go d  o f  desire,  wine ,  and 
th ra sh ing  in the  da rk  c a n n o t  ever be b o u n d .
N o r  can he abide  insul t ,  an d  Bacchus  will have his revenge.
“ Bring the  torch b u rn ing , "  the  god  in s t ruct s  his followers,  
“ l .adv Ea r th quake ,  ” he c o m m a n d s ,  in t im a te  e n o u g h  wi th  D e s t r u c ­
t ion to s u m m o n  her by n am e ,  “c o m e  shake the  f loor o f  the  w o r l d . ”
•  •  •
T h e y  c o m b e d  the  Kansas malls,  on  the  prowl  for o r d in a r y  folk wi l l­
ing to bec ome corpses.  O r  rather,  b o d y  types  th a t  Pit the  bill they 
had in m in d  af ter  w a d in g  th ro u g h  declassif ied H i r o s h i m a  footage.
Al low th e m  to hack oft  y o u r  hai r  in hap h a za r d  ch unks ,  
an d  you'd pocke t  seventy-five dol lars.  C h o o s e  to be merely  a m u d -  
splat tered,  soo t-caked  heap,  a n d  y o u ’d earn  th i r ty- f ive  bucks .
T h e  d i rec to r  — fresh f rom f i lming  a doom sday ,  w o r ld - e v a p ­
ora t ing  device an d  the  dea th  o f  an  i r r ad ia t ed  S po ck  — k n ew  w h a t  
he w an te d  for his o n - lo ca t io n  shots.  T h r o w  in, for ins tance ,  a few 
scrap-heap  cars, a few c o r p s e ‘vo lun tee rs ,  a n d  the  w reck ing  ba 11 - 
p u m m e l e d  hospital  he knew  w o u l d  be perfect .
•  •  •
T h e  real ho ok  begins wi th  eyewitness repor ts :  gas e r u p t i o n s  c o m ­
ing from Mars,  som e  kind o f  s t r ip ed  disk h u r t l i n g  d o w n .
But  even af ter  the  m e teo r i t e  causes e a r th q u a k e - l i k e  shocks,  
the music  pre tense  con t inues :  a few l ilt ing,  inc identa l  measures  on 
the p iano;  tw en ty  seconds  of B obby  M i l l e t t e ’s O r c h e s t r a  t h u m p ­
ing o u t  beats in Brooklyn at  the  a l so -n o n e x is t en t  H o te l  M a r t i n e t ,  
wh ich  now can be read, in a low-ball  gag, as a facs imi le o f  “ M a r ­
t ian .”
It w o n ’t be long now. Soon,  the  carefree danc ehal l  swing 
is scrapped for repor ts  f rom G r o v e r s  Mill:  so m e  k ind  o f  f lam ing 
weirdness  is sm o ld e r in g  there  in the  wheat .
•  •  •
Even as he tries to s top the  Bacchaic rites, P en theus  feels the i r  
pulse.  He c a n t  help it. H e  can ’t shake w h a t  he w a n t s  b e y o n d  all
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else, and the need clings to h im  like the last swill ol b u r g u n d y
coat ing  a glass.
Arrangements ,  the Stranger  suggests,  migh t  in tact be 
made.  Perhaps the king could  sneak a peak alter  all.
I f  Pentheus intends  to feign noncha lance  -  those woods,  
that  unbr id led  flesh -  the charade  is not  long-l ived. A l though ,  he 
admits ,  it would  cause him distress him to see T he b ians  wild with 
trenzy, he would  cough up a great deal ot  gold to watch.
“You’d see with pleasure that  which  gives you pa in?’’, the  
Stranger  asks.
“Yes,” he replies, his voice t rembl ing,  “s i t t ing  beneath  the 
fir trees, w i thou t  a so u n d .”
•  •  •
For m on ths ,  w e’d been c h o m p i n g  to see it, bai ted by teasers on 
ABC: one  m inu te ,  Jack Palance on Ripley’s Believe It or  N o t  p ree n ­
ing over a t h i r ty -p o u n d  tu rn ip ;  the next,  a com ing-soon  clip ot  that  
tantal iz ing br ick-red m u sh r o o m  cloud.
“N o t  a cha nce ,” my m o m  assured me. “End  o f  story. You 
w o n ’t be watch ing  tha t . ”
Ah,  bu t  1 knew that  I would.  And a l though  1 needled,  
pleaded,  pledged nag-free chores , in the end it was Mrs. Jenkins ,  
my fourth -g rade  teacher, who  provided my t r u m p  card by assigning 
the film as hom ew ork .  She said s o m e th ing  a bou t  a wake up  call, 
abou t  how -  yada-yada -  this w ou ld  change  o u r  lives. T h e  rat ionale  
d i d n ’t mat ter :  I'd be w a tch in g  when  The Day After  arrived.
•  •  •
Everything  was calculated.  I hose yawning  s tretches o f  orchestral 
fluff not  only added veracity, bu t  also bo u g h t  some t im e un t i l  Ed 
Bergen and  Charl ie ,  his m onocled ,  m a n - a b o u t - to w n  ventr i loquis t  
d um m y,  were d one  t rad ing  jabs on N B C s  Chase  and  Sanborn 
Hour .  W hil e  listeners m igh t  be hooked  on h a m m y  puns ,  they were 
unde rs t andab ly  less loyal to the hi t -seeking tunes tha t  followed.  
W h e n  D o r o th y  L am our  began to croon  “ Two Sleepy People,” i t­
self a lackluster sp in -of f  f rom “ Let’s Put  O u t  the Lights and  C o  to 
Sleep,” O rso n  Welles knew that  m any  listeners, long after his bu t t -
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covering disclaimers were done,  would go fishing a round  the dial. 
By the t ime body counts  were broadcast -  “At least forty people, 
including six state t roopers . . .  their bodies burned  and distor ted 
beyond all possible recogni tion -  he hoped fewer dupes would 
suspect the man  behind the curtain,  or that a cur ta in  existed at all.
Because once the destruct ion began, there was no room to 
fudge it: the terror needed to be real or the whole broadcast was a 
wash. In order  to train his actors for the m o m e n t  when the crowd 
gathers at the pit in the Held and the ship’s hatch rotates off  and  
a slithering, bear-sized thing, glistening like wet leather, takes aim 
with its heat ray and turns  men into flame, he made  the cast listen, 
again and again, to Herbert  Morr i sons  radio report  of the H inden-  
burg disaster which had taken place the year before. After all, in 
the broadest strokes, the event they were descr ibing was the same: 
what  begins with the weather -  “It’s s tar ting to rain again. T h e  rain 
had slacked up a little bi t .” -  ends with someone  screaming about  
carnage, wreckage, the humanity,  a sky suddenly in flames.
•  •  •
I here was always someth ing to fear.
Dungeons  and Dragons puddl ing  our  brains, whipping  us 
into Satan-loving louts; razor blades tucked into the gooey good­
ness of a Trick or Treat brownie;  our  town’s cat-burglar  dubbed  Big- 
foot; and Iran’s bloodthirs ty Ayatollah, who  also appeared,  for two 
straight years, s ta t ioned between Leatherface and a zombie clown 
in our town’s annual  H aun ted  House.
I hrough it all, though,  and sett ing the bar, were the C o m ­
mies: Jesus- loathing Reds who lived to the left o f  Alaska, and who 
were less, it seemed, a fully-bodied people than a single finger hov­
ering over a cherry-red bu t ton  labeled “Launch.”
In I  he Day After, following some forget table formulaic  
preamble (a machismo,  can t -bl ink Soviet showdown; a couple loaf­
ing in bu t ton-down jammies,  sure it’ll all work out),  after ads for 
Redenbacher popcorn and Dollar  Rent-a-Car,  the air sirens were 
wailing and missiles deployed and our  I.V. screen turned  ent i re­
ly white just before a jellyfish-like shape loomed above the Kan­
sas highway and, in the fields, in the homes, in the churches and
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schools, all those mids tr ide  incinerat ions -  what  we had tuned  to 
see -  began at long last.
I hat first kid in overalls, puzzled by the sky; a m o the r  
c lutch ing  her infant ; an ent ire  cross-legged e lementa ry  school  class; 
a gal loping horse, a lollygagging br ide and groom, still wrapp ing  
up vows at the altar — for a few wide-eyed,  jazzcd-up weeks, other  
than that evaporat ion montage  little else was on ou r  minds.  At the 
bus s top pine,  over sporked ta t ter- tots  at lunch,  in any class ripe to 
digress, we couldn  t s top rehashing those x-ray bone-f lashes , all that  
here- then-gone.
•  •  •
O uts ide  o f  Thebes ,  beginn ing  to venture  into the woods,  Pentheus 
is no longer  sure what  he’s seeing. It's become impossible to know 
w ha t ’s real: the s t ranger seems to be growing  horns from his head 
and there seem to be two Thebes.
For a t ime,  there seems to be two Grover ’s Mills: one in 
the thick o f  apocalypse,  one beg inn ing  to nuzzle down on a S u n ­
day evening beneath  a c loud-smudged  ha lf -moon.  Wet rag stuffed 
against  his m ou th ,  a man  screeches a round  the block again,  u n ­
sure where to flee. Som eone  from Dayton  calls The New York lim es 
asking, “W ha t  t im e  will it be the end of the world? Som eone  fires 
a sho tgun  at a windmil l ,  mistaking  it for a M art ian  t r ipod.
In Lawrence,  Kansas, the day after The Day A fter , some 
residents drive a round  town,  heaters blar ing,  making  a tour  of the 
landmarks that  they had watched ,  just the night  before, be obl i t er ­
ated on ABC. T h e y  park,  and  stay pu t ,  for qui te  a while.
•  •  •
1 should admi t  that  the choice to linger on Pentheus is mine. At the 
House  of the Vettii, in add i t ion  to seeing a man  about  to be r ipped 
into pieces, we could gaze upon  a fresco o f  a finch eyebal ling some 
cherries, a m o n o c h r o m e  panel o f  deer. T h e r e ’s a Cup id ,  rodeo ­
like, r iding a crab; there's a w om an  r iding a man.  Here is Leander 
splashing toward Hero  in her tower; elsewhere, an eel-crowded sea.
P?xcept now that  w e re  here, now that  w e re  look ing. . .
In the fresco depic t ing  Pentheus dea th,  the Maenads  have
Donovan
only just reached their king, and their work hasn’t star ted yet. His 
flesh, however, cracked and haded with age, is already hilling apart.  
It’s as if, even though w ha t ’s to come hasn’t yet begun, the ruin was 
there all along.
W ha t  else to expect when the name Pentheus means 
“G r i e r  ? What  chance does Grief  have against  Bacchus, O ne-Born-  
of-Fire, the Thunderer ,  the Roarer?
•  •  •
At C a m p  Manatoc ,  in a muggy August  heat, hopped  up on sho t ­
gun-chugged M ounta in  Dew, we were hard at work.  Just the week 
before, all of us had watched, in the first PG-13  movie ever made, 
Russians parachute into the a u tu m n  fields o f  Colo rado ,  followed 
by ragtag, hear t throb,  Brat Pack kids taking to the hills and  becom ­
ing I he Wolverines, America’s feral last chance. Faking our  cues 
from Red Dawn's guerrilla whoop-ass,  we too w ou ldn ’t rest until  
we’d s tymied the en-route  Soviets.
O r  at least that  was part  o f  it. Did we actually th ink  there 
were canteen-poisoning Com m ies  on the loose? We weren’t s tupid.  
Fry instead an off-the-leash, on-the-loose,  pr imal  fest a la Lord o f  
the Flies.
By day, we saluted in our  beige Boy Scout  shirts and 
fudged the Lark’s Head knot .  By night,  long after lights out ,  we 
whittled sticks into makeshift  spears, dug pits we disguised with 
a thin crosshatch of kindling,  and, best o f  all, fashioned tree tops 
with nails and thorns, then bent  the s lender t runks to the ground,  
rigging them with hair-trigger fishing line laced across the path.
•  •  •
In the woods,  with the ease of pul ling back a bow, Bacchus bends 
the top of a pine down to the dark earth below. Pentheus, having 
been told by the god that  this is the best place to watch,  nestles 
himself into the branches before the tree s traightens again, inch by 
inch rising into sky.
Despi te the care with which the man settles into the tree, the 
slow way in which the branches allow him to ascend, i t’s not  long be­
fore the god permits his followers to gl impse him and  attack on cue.
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I hcy see the man  in the t ree and  begin hack in g  at its 
t runk ,  and  a l though  soon e nough  the Messenger  in Eurip ides  play 
will be back in Thebes ,  exp la in ing  that  after  Pentheus  was torn  to 
bits, Bacchus m ade  a l ight  o f  holy fire appear  in the sky, no one  
who is l is tening to the s tory will un d e rs t a n d  wha t  that  means.
•  •  •
W h e n  Kansas C i ty  is destroyed,  the re ’s p len ty  of flames and  t u m ­
bl ing debris.  T h e r e  are crowds  sw arm ing  streets,  blue sky t u rn in g  
black, bu i ld ings  that  s imply  disappear .
And each t im e  the scene slips f rom color  to black and  whi te ,  i t ’s 
footage taken from those Nevada deser t  tests -  actual cook ie -cu t te r  
homes ,  wa te r  towers , and  tanks  buck l ing  in a f renzy o f  metal  and  
t imber;  pines  b e n d in g  in-synch as the shockwave  arrives, their  tops 
arcing dow n  to the earth .
And  some o f  the shr ieking  mobs  are taken from two years 
before,  bor rowed  from a film a bou t  an assassin lurking  in the game 
day s tad ium. Some o f  the blasts and  rain of metal  -  how quick ly  
ca ta s trophe  can slip into collage -  com e  from the scene in Meteor 
when a glowing  orb  p lu m m e t s  d ow n ,  m ak ing  New York bui ldings,  
against  a c r im son  back-l ight ,  c ru m p le  like pap ie r -m ache .  I here 
are ea r th - r e n d in g  rocks from D am nation Alley , and ,  in a t echn ique  
bor rowed  from Star Irek II: Wrath of Khan, some o f  the m u s h ­
room clouds are m ade  from ink p lunged  into a water  t ank  and  then 
f i lmed upside down .  And  some o f  the ruin is taken from Superman, 
a film in which  the hero c a n n o t  bear  to lose the w o m a n  he loves, 
and  so loops the ear th  in a coun te rclockwise  s treak unt il  t ime 
moves in reverse: rocks tu m b le  uphi ll ,  a gap ing  dam  seals shut ,  
and Lois Lane’s car rises, resurrected,  unc rushed ,  f rom a crack in 
the ear th ,  and  every th ing  that  day that  was b roken  and  rent is no 
longer  broken  or  rent.
•  •  •
Feigned terror  coached by that  zeppel in  in flames; gov e rn m e n t  
footage inte rwoven with disaster-fl ick schlock.  I here ’s a p laque  on 
the edge of a G rove r ’s Mill field, c o m m e m o r a t i n g  the M a r t i a n ’s 
landing.  T h e r e ’s Jason Robards shuff l ing  back h o m e  th rough  flur-
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ries of p a in ted  cornf lakes  m e a n t  to be n u c lea r  ash,  su rv ey in g  a dec i ­
m a ted  Kansas C i ty  tha t  is, in fact,  not  M is so ur i  at  all, h u t  a spliced-  
in p a n o r a m a  of H i ro sh im a .
A n d  still o n e  m o re  f rom the  pre-spl ice ,  p re -b ro adcas t
world:
Marcus  Crassus ,  aka “M oneybags , '  h o p i n g  to ex p a n d  his 
Syrian lands,  h o p i n g  to he k n o w n  for bat t lef ie ld  g lo ry  as m u c h  as 
his real es tate zeal, w a d ed  t h r o u g h  the  E uphra te s ,  an d ,  in an ac t  o f  
reckless ch u tzp a h ,  a t tacked .  T h e r e  was m u c h ,  however,  he  d i d n ’t 
an t ic ipat e  -  nam el y  his newly m u t i n o u s  m en  an d  the  never-miss  
archery  o f  the  Pa r th ians  -  an d  it w a sn ’t long  before  the  R o m a n  
general  was n ego t i a t ing  the  te rm s  o f  his su rr end er .  T h e n ,  desp i t e  
the  o rc hes t ra ted  cease-fire,  P lu t a rch  tells us, there  was a scuffle in 
wh ich  Crassus  was killed.
Before long,  a m o c k  process ional  was un de rw ay .  T h e  vic­
to r ious  soldiers dressed o n e  of the i r  o w n  in drag,  p r e t e n d i n g  it was 
M oneybags  h im se l f  an d  -  f lanked by camels,  a c c o m p a n i e d  by lutes,  
car ry ing spear tips heavy wi th  pieces o f  the  h a c k e d - u p  b o d y  -  be l ­
lowed songs  a b o u t  R o m a n s  as cowards  a n d  girls.
W h e n  the  Parth  ian King,  a great  fan o f  Gre eks  plays,  o r ­
dered up so m e  ce lebra to ry  E ur i p ides ,  he d ec id ed  he w o u l d  gr an t  
his t ro phy-c o rp se  a s t ar ing  role. As the  a c to r  p laying the  m o t h e r  o f  
Pen theus  swaggered o n t o  the  s tage an d  spoke  his l ines -  “ We br ing  
f rom the  m o u n t a i n  / A tendr i l  f r esh -cu t  to the  palace,  / A w o n d e r ­
ful p r e y ’ -  he held h igh the  severed head o f  G enera l  Crassus  before 
hu r l ing  it, t r i u m p h a n t ,  across the  room .
•  •  •
I here is, of course,  no  t u r n i n g  back,  a l t h o u g h  h o w  of t en  we need 
to be told.
C a d m u s ,  the  fo u n d e r  o f  1 hebes,  g r a n d f a t h e r  to Pentheus ,  
is t ry ing to m ake  clear to Agave w h a t  was d o n e  in the  w oods ,  w h a t  
now c a n n o t  be u n d o n e .  She h a sn ’t yet  t r ied to reassemble  her  s o n ’s 
severed flesh, an d  Bacchus  h a s n t  yet  cu rsed t h e m  all, t u r n i n g  som e 
in to serpents ,  som e  in to  exiled hordes  w h o ,  in cycles o f  wa r  tha t  
never end ,  will be forced to a t t ac k cit ies they  love. For  now,  C a d m u s  
is s im ply  t ry ing  to make Agave see w h a t  she clasps in her  hands .
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Please, he asks her, inch ing her hack, look for a m o m e n t  at
the sky.
She glances up, hu t  doesn’t see a thing.
Why,  she asks, still ho ld ing  the severed head o f  her son, 
would you want  me to look at the sky?
Donovan
J O H N  W E S L E Y  H O R T O N
G h o s t s
S o m e d a y  I ’ll be  like a p r e h is to r i c  p a i n t e r  w i t h  a c r o o k e d  Finger 
w h o  left h a n d p r i n t s  o n  a rock  face; r e m e m b e r e d  for  m a k i n g  
a h a n d i c a p  in to  s y m b o l i s m ,  t h r e a t e n e d  by  o b l i v i o n  every  t i m e  
s o m e o n e  exhales.  T h i s  is w h y  I ’d r a t h e r  leave y o u  bre a th le ss  
t h a n  en ga ge  in c o n v e r s a t i o n .  T h i s  is h o w  a s p i r i t  rat t l es  c ha in s .  
O l d  go ds  c h a l l e n g e d  th e  i m a g i n a t i o n ,  v i s i t i ng  E a r t h  l ike swans ,  
o r  else a r r iv in g  like c r e p u s c u l a r  rays, k n o w i n g  d u s k  a n d  d a w n  
to be th e  t r u e s t  t i me s  o f  day. L u c re t i u s  be l iev ed  all th in g s  
m a t t e r e d ,  t h a t  even th e  least  s ig n i f ic a n t  ideas  w ere  m a d e  u p  
o f  a tom s.  G r e a t  C a e s a r ’s G h o s t  was  jus t  a f i lm he  s l o u g h e d  o f f  
like d r y  skin .  All y o u r  r eco l le c t i ons  b e l o n g  to  s o m e o n e  else.
W e  k n o w  c icadas  m o l t  be fo re  t h e y  ge t  t h e i r  w in gs ,  l ea v ing  
f lightless m e m o r i e s  c l i n g i n g  to  t h e  t rees.  Lobs t e rs  m u s t  
feel th e  urge  to c o m e  o u t  o f  t h e i r  shells.  M a y b e  th i s  is l ike 
o u r  ne ed  to be r e -b o rn .  M a y b e  thi s  is w h y  w e  say w e ’re n e w  
every seven years.  Bu t  w h a t  is it w i t h  o u r  in te r e s t  in scars?
W h a t  a b o u t  th e  i m p u l s e  to ap o lo g iz e  for  w h a t  we  c a n ’t erase? 
C a p t a i n  C o o k  sp ied  th e  s u n  t h r o u g h  a s t a t e - o f - t h e - a r t  glass 
a n d  never  d i sc ove red  th e  secret s  o f  Venus .  B u t  t h e n ,  his sai lors 
r e t u r n e d  f rom  Polynes ia  w i t h  ta t t o o s .  Is it love, o r  th e  lack,  
t h a t  ma kes  us m a r k  each o t he r?  A en eas  b o r e  his  f a t h e r ’s w e i g h t  
in f ro n t  o f  every c o n q u e r i n g  G reek .  A m i c r o s c o p e  c o n f i r m s  
th e  w o l f  in every B o r d e r  co l l ie ’s D N A .  T h e r e ’s a T r o j a n  H o r s e  
for  you .  I he r e ’s a l it t le c h i m p  in every B o r d e r l i n e  persona l i ty .  
S o m e t i m e s  we  c h a n n e l  o u r  a n c e s to r s  in t h e  d i n i n g  r o o m  
a n d  w i n d  u p  like F. S c o t t  F i t zgera ld  in t h e  g a r d e n  e a t i n g  d i r t .  
An A b o r i g i n e  t o u c h i n g  u p  a n c i e n t  a r t  wil l  tell y o u  sp i r i t s  m o v e  
his h a n d .  Like o n c e  I s p o k e  to  a m a n  w h o  said he was m y  d a d  
o n  a O u i j a  bo a rd .  O n c e  I read  P a u l ’s l e t te r  to  th e  E p h e s i a n s  
u n d e r  the  in f l uence  o f  ps i lo cy bi n .  S o m e  g h o s ts  a re  b e t t e r  left 
u n r e a d .  O t h e r  gh os ts  are s h a d o w s  o f  t h e  m o s t  h o r r i f ic  th in g s ,  
like th e  girl w h o  su rv ive d  M y  Lai p r e t e n d i n g  to be  a co rpse .
W e  can  im a g i n e  so m a n y  a n g r y  gho s ts .  M a y b e  t h a t ’s w h y
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Ep ic u ru s  w a n te d  us to  bel ieve dea th  was the  e n d  of o u r  days.  
M a y b e  t h a t ’s w h y  Yeats used his wife like a ro tar y  p h o n e  
w h e n  he  spoke  wi th  the  dead.  H e  i m ag in ed  h i m s e l f  in d ea th  
as a m ech an ica l  b i rd .  Hi s  readers w o u l d  be  voices  s p ea k in g  
his d i s e m b o d i e d  words .  At  d a w n ,  1 can' t  tell the  d i f f erence  
b e tw een  ho r i zo n  an d  the  sea. Lucre t iu s  u n d e r s t o o d  the  ocean 
rose to fill c lo u d s  w i th  rain.  It always rains  in G o t h i c  novels.  
Engl ish  ghos ts  pass t h r o u g h  the  w a in sco t in g .  All the  ghos ts  
are h a u n t i n g  fu tu re  ghosts .  Farm h a n d s  w h o  l i s tened to voices 
te l l ing  t h e m  t h e y ’d  be b e t t e r  o f f  i f  they  b o u g h t  the  farm 
are b u r i ed  in the  c e m e te ry  wi th  the  rest. I f  you dr ive  at  n igh t  
you m i g h t  ca tch  a g l impse .  T h e r e ’s a d i f f erence  b e tw een  
w in d ro w s  a n d  the  woods .  T h e r e ’s a v ine  w r a p p i n g  the  w r o u g h t  
iron fence.  I f  yo u  app re c i a t e  s o m e o n e ’s work ,  Lucre t iu s  said,  
it really is a pa r t  o f  t h e m  t h a t ’s g o n e  to y o u r  head.
Horton
D O G  DAYS
S o m e d a y  we re g o i n g  to  walk  in th e  a n c i e n t ,  t w in  f o o t p r i n t s  
f o u n d  in C h a u v e t  Cave .  W e ’re g o i n g  to fo l low a b o y  a n d  his d o g  
d e e p  in to  da rk ne ss ,  h o p i n g  fee lings  of  k i n s h i p  wil l  i l l u m i n a t e  
life at  th e  e n d  of  th e  t u n n e l .  1 w o n d e r  w h a t  t h e  R o m a n s  m e a n t  
w h e n  th ey  said m a n  is a wol f  to  m a n ,  k n o w i n g  th e  s h e - w o l f  
of  R o m u l u s  a n d  R e m u s  was k ind .  N o t  even  th e  s u n r i s e  
can clarify. M a y b e  t h a t ’s w h y  we  say m o r n i n g  has  b r o k e n ,  
s ince  we  refuse to  see th e  l ight ,  n o  m a t t e r  h o w  m a n y  t i m es  
we learn o u r  lesson.  L is ten ,  even th e  w e r e w o l f  suf fers  
a c c o r d i n g  to a cycle.  P t o l e m y  saw a b ig ge r  m o o n  o n  th e  rise 
th a n  at  th e  z en i th .  Stor ies b e c o m e  m e m o r a b l e  in m o m e n t s  
o f  t r a n s i t io n ,  like ch icks  u n - s h e l l i n g ,  as i f  th e y  w ere  f in i sh ed  
f ig h t in g  a war.  E v e r y t h i n g  m a k e s  a d r a m a t i c  e n t r a n c e  
b u t  even the  b ig stars  b u r n  o u t  slow. T o d d l e r s  f i nd  it fun ny ,  
w a lk in g  in the i r  p a r e n t s ’ shoes .  T h i n g s  c h a n g e ,  O v i d  says,  
a n d  yet ,  t h in g s  feel th e  sa me .  F i d d le r  c rabs  p lay  love so ngs  
w i t h  co m ic a l l y  large claws.  I ’m d y i n g  to  see y o u r  h a n d p r i n t  
l ike a bru is e  a r o u n d  m y  hea r t .  Every  m a r k  is l ike a s u n s e t  
t h r o w i n g  th e  s a m e  o ld  s h a d o w s  a r o u n d  th e  c h i m i n g  s teeple .  
M a y b e  the  d u s k  r ings o u r  bells b ecau se  we  w a n t  to how l .
Dogs  can  he a r  th e  h e a r t b e a t  o f  a fetus.  A n u b i s  has th e  ear 
of  a g o ld e n  jackal .  1 he  scale he  car r ies  j udges  o u r  hea r t s  
in te rm s  of  f ea th e rw ei g h ts .  M a y b e  we  n e e d  a G r e c o - R o m a n  
boxer,  a t r a in e r  to w r a p  o u r  c r o o k e d  f ingers ,  a left  h o o k  
m yst i fy in g  every for ehead .  It m a k e s  n o  d i f f e r e n c e  h o w  m a n y  
dec is i ons  have  b een  m a d e  w i t h  k n u c k l e b o n e s .  W h a t  fo l lows 
is b i rd so ng .  We  bel ieve this  is t h e  s o u n d  o f  sense  
b e in g  k n o c k e d  in to  o u r  heads .  It m a k e s  n o  d i f f e r e n c e  
h o w  m a n y  coyo te s  have  been  foo le d  by k i l l dee r  p l a y i n g  lame.
VCe of ten  a p p r o a c h  each o t h e r  l ike we  have  b r o k e n  wing s .
M a y b e  p eop le  are like b irds,  h a t c h i n g  s c h e m e s .  S o m e t i m e s  
we  just  go c u c k o o ,  s te a l in g  o t h e r  p e o p l e ’s d r e a m s .  H o w  else 
d o  yo u  expla in  b i r d b r a i n s  in o u r  m id s t ?  Is it love t h a t  da re s  us
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not  to fly? We have to see the  d i fference  be tween  the  falcons 
an d  the  h o u n d s .  E ver y th ing I say f rom n o w  on is in praise 
of m a n s  best f r iend.  You m ig h t  say c ivi lizat ion is a com plex  
of fenced- in  yards.  We  re all just  dogs  m a k in g  the  roun ds ,  
f r o m  the  d i s tance  of C.anis Major,  o u r  wo r ld  is less t ro ub le  
t h a n  a fl ea. 1 d o n ’t k n o w  if i t ’s w o r th w h i l e  to r e m e m b e r  
Jo h n  D o  nne.  1 he re ’s leftover po rk  chops  on  the  c o u n te r to p .
1 here’s the  h ig h -p i t ch ed  f requenc y  o f  y o u r  car 
w h e n  y o u ’re on  y o u r  way h o m e .  N o t h i n g  really h appens  
unt i l  you arrive. Even the  television seems d e t e r m in e d  
to play com mercia l s .  There ' s  the  s en tence  o f  o u r  t h i n k in g —  
syntax,  w hi ch  is the  muzzle  tha t  t em pers  o u r  em o t io n s .  
M ay b e  dogs  need us to say w h a t ’s on  thei r  m inds ,  to hold  
in o n e  h a n d  n o t h i n g  b u t  an o p e n  pal m ,  to k n o w  the  long ing 
the  hea r t  inspi res  in o n e  w h o  d ro p s  the  ball,  in o n e  w h o  sits 
by y o u r  feet, speechless,  wa i t ing  for you to give the  word.
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K R I S T E N  G U N T H E R
L l L ’ M I S S
( 1969- 1988)
i.
Someone was fly-fishing the Nor th  Platte 
the day they pulled her body from the water 
half-naked, limbs cleaned in the slow current 
below the Old Government  Bridge. 'I hey say 
when you find a woman like that,  you know 
why. Missing eight days, dead two, the blunt  
force t rauma would have killed her, never mind 
the knife. The  case went  cold as the river, no 
facts but  a body, all the while the family keen­
ing, and the car buried deep in the prairie, 
and the man jailed in Colorado for something  
else ^
ii.
and if they prayed 
( /  w ill make you fishers of men) and if 
they hoped to put  a name to what  snatched her 
and all the other  Great Basin girls it came right 
not by god but  by the scientific method,  praise 
the police for helix-twists and eyewitnesses—  
fifteen years later, they dug up what he’d hid 
in Moneta,  Wyoming,  populat ion ten. By then 
there was nothing more to keep coming up but  
the rayed limbs o f  her floater’s body, the six 
cuts made into splayed flesh— the imagined all 
they had— that and his land the judge gave them 
where they would go and try to understand.  And 
nothing to banish the river but  fire. O n  the day 
they would have etched twice the years on her
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headstone ,  they lit it up,  the reeking shed o f  his, 
and  shone ,  themselves,  in yellow t u r n o u t  coats
from the C o u n t y  V F D  w ho  s tood  to the s ide__
and if they d i d n ’t cry
(where were you  
when the daughters sang fo r  jo y )
it was that  it m igh t  bu rn  only  h a l f  an hour ,  
and  i f they prayed
{starfish, starfish) 
it would  have been for every broken  th ing  
m ad e  to live on again, and  hunger.
Gunther
S O U R C E S
For romance I like Professor F.dward L. Kessel 
in S y s te m a tic  Zoology, September  1955 (Volume 4,
Issue 3). He writes o f  Baron Os ten-Sacken journal ing 
the nineteen th -centu ry  Swiss Alps, mornings
“ . . . . he  not iced brilliant,  silvery flashes am ong
the sunbeams  which pene tra ted the
shadows o f  the fir forest.”
The  balloon fly, it seems, s um m ons  
mysterious energies (the source debated,  at least 
in Kessel’s time) to kni t his nupt ia l  gift.
The silk bag belly-hangs— in black and  white 
he’s like a fireless l ightning bug  (Fig. 1).
“ . . .w hen  he looked into the net,  he was 
at first astonished to see only an incon ­
spicuous dul l-colored fly...
Love and trickery -  a way to keep a lady 
from devouring him whole; the pouch,  Kessel takes pains 
to describe, once woidd have held food, con ta ined  the dead 
weight o f  a chit in corpse. But  they learned,  in the end,  
that  empty  silk itself is enough.
“ . . . i t  was
only then that  he not iced the white,  film-
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like packet  o f  spark l ing mater ia l  on the 
gauze.
In not - the-A lps  -  u n d e r  f rost ing co t tonw oods ,  
m idn igh t  beyond  the m o u n ta in s  — s od ium  vapor  lamps 
hang  br igh te r  than the m oon ,  dazzl ing pockets  o f  snow- 
dense air, which  at that  m o m e n t  are the swarms 
of kmpididae, l ittle armies , hu n g ry  men
collect ing in waves, jarr ing the l idded dark.
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E L A I N E  B L E A K N E Y
SHE'S BEEN TH IS  BODY BEFORE
M e n -o f-w a r hang. She fans them  away w ith  her arms. B u t the 
s tin g — she goes th ro u g h  w ith  her face. T h e y  l i f t  her fo r  tre a tm e n t 
on the boat, a s te ro id  shot. She slips u n d e r again. T h ree  d ivers su r­
ro u n d , w a tch in g  fo r sharks. T h e y  see p i lo t  whales ahead. T h e  sky 
on her back. T h e  n e tw o rk  says: in s p ir in g . She m arkets he rse lf w ith  
a rh y m in g  phrase. A pecu lia r, c lear in te n t io n . In  its b lin d  to  sw im  
the s tra its , C uba to  F lo rid a , she can’t hear the dead. T h e y  s ing to  
her, t ire d  and stung. W here  are you  going? She can’t ask; she’s n o t 
perplexed yet. W hen  she loses fe e lin g — her m in d  says so m e th in g  
shou ld  be here, o f f  her spine. T h e  d o c to r o r doc to rs  on the boat 
w arn: one m ore s tin g  and yo u ’ ll be lost. She d rops her purpose. She 
strokes back in .
•  •  •
M y  m o th e r’s fr ie n d  flies d o w n , b ro ke n -u p . W e fo llo w  her a round  
the house. She likes to  a ir -d ry  her bo d y  in  the m o rn in g  a fte r a 
shower o r a sw im . I have now here to  p u t th is . So I pedal m y legs 
above m y parents ’ bed.
O ne  n ig h t th e ir  sound goes w ro n g . M y  fa th e r ’s voice. M y  m o th e r 
flicke rs  fro m  her la ugh te r— w a it, w h y  aren’t we laugh ing? She’s a 
beat beh ind  o r ahead. A  d o o r closes. W a te r runs in  the k itch e n .
I love you  unless you lie  to  me, m y fa th e r says to  us a fte r prayers. 
M y  m o th e r sm oothes th is  o f f  the bed. In  the E llw o o d  C ity  H ig h  
School yearbook m y fa the r is sho rte r than  his classmates. In vo lve d  
in  groups. In  one p ic tu re  he looks ready to  be needed, kn e e lin g  by 
the team. I he ir mascot is an ach ing  w ooden  g rin .
W h a t happens: M y  m o th e r ’s fr ie n d  doesn’t v is it  again. W e s t i l l  have 
the h o llo w  fish hang ing  by the po o l. I he w in d  tu rn s  it .  Y e llow  
jackets nest in its m o u th . He ducts th is  up w ith  tape o r sprays—  
reaching as we stand at the w in d o w  w a tc h in g  h im  on the ladder.
I kn o w  hes stung . I c a n t see how. I co u ld  engage in  f ic t io n ,  m ake
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a co n v e r s a t i o n  a b o u t  w h a t  to  d o  w i th  th e  Pish. S h o u ld  vse spray or 
t a p e  its m o u t h .  O r  take  it d o w n .  1 w o u l d  be  able  to hea r  t h e m ,  a n d  
locate  m y s e l f  again .
•  •  •
N o r t h  to  Z a p iq u e r i a s .  I w o  w o m e n  in a d o o rw a y ,  o n e  in an a p r o n  
a n d  the  o t h e r  l o o k i n g  d o w n  at  ye l low in her  p a lm .  An o ld e r  m a n  
on  a b icycle s pa r ro w s  by. W h i c h  is th e  per fec t  color ,  a h i l ls ide  in 
the  d i s t ance .  1 look  harder .  A real o r  fake vi llage set u p  on  a side.  
Cafes  l ike cafes b u t  at  n ig h t  peo p le  d i s a p p e a r  in cars.  G u n s  at  t he i r  
backs .  I ’m  ca r r y in g  a b o o k  a b o u t  th is  nea r  car ts  se l l ing candy.  D o  
we eat  ch i c k e n  where?
D o g s  asleep u n d e r  trees.
Yellow c h i m e s  yel low in t h e  capi t a l .  I see m y  g r a n d m o t h e r  all in 
b lack  w a lk i n g  w i t h o u t  he r  easel.  A girl c a s cad in g  aga ins t  a wall .  
D i s c u l p e  me.  T h e  plaza at  n o o n .  The Palace o f  Jus t ice  set o u t s i d e  
o f  h o w  it sits in p h o t o g r a p h s  w h e re  th ey  ta lk  a b o u t  th e  siege. N o  
m o v e m e n t  in th e  s to n e .  N o  ar t i s t  s t a n d i n g  across  t h e  s t ree t  w i th  
h e r  w a lk ie - ta lk ie ,  w a t c h i n g  th e  roof.
O kay,  now.  A cha i r  d r o p s  f r o m  invis ib le  h a n d s  a n d  h an g s  by a wire  
aga ins t  th e  exter ior.  H o w  m a n y  p eo p le  stop: '  It was a r o u n d  eleven 
a .m .  M o r e  w o r n w o o d  cha i rs ,  t h e i r  c a t a p u l t  f r o m  a k i t c h e n  the a r t ­
ist makes .  C h a i r s  for t h e  o n es  s h o t  d e a d  ins ide ,  o r  t h e  living? Pass­
erby w a tc h  th e  b u i l d i n g s  wall  sh if t .  N o w  t h a t  s h e ’s o p e n e d  t im e  
w i th  t h e m  l ike this.
W h a t  is d u r a t i o n ?  B e h i n d  th e  false d o o r  in C a n d e l a r i a  w e ’re b r e a k ­
ing.  Paul  s leeps across  t h e  r o o m .  W e  ch e ck  o u t .  E v e r y th i n g  isnt  
b e t t e r  the  next  dav. A d r y  g o ld e n  skin  is th e  m ea ly  b l a n k e t  o r  dus t .  
A n d  i t ’s co ld .  I his was o n e  of th o se  sea r i ng  f ights  I r e m e m b e r  as 
a f t e r s h o ck  a n d  f r a g m e n t .  1 he  b e g i n n i n g  of o u r  re la t io n sh ip .  I he 
e n d  o f  first  year  t en d e r n es s e s  fu c k in g  ag a in s t  a wall .  M y  ski r t  a n d  
th e  l a n g u a g e —  l a n g u a g e  r a in i n g  i n to  lang uage .  W r i t i n g  it is the  
e m p t i e d  coas t  af ter  th e  first  wave has  receded .  Jus t  t a k i n g  a look.  I
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w o n ’t be long.  Paul leaves his socks  in the  basin  d r ip p in g ?  Wil l  you 
hold  me,  my  b o d y  asks b u t  we re too  angry.
I 'm no t  angry,  he says first. H e  has reason to be. T h e  a r t i s t ’s t e a m  is 
researching for her  next  ins t a l l a t ion ,  a crack she  w an ts  to c o n s t r u c t  
at  h o m e  then  send th r o u g h  a hall .  Its ab so lu t e  of f ends  her. F ind 
o u t  how cracks  s tart ,  h o w  they surface ,  she implores  her  t eam  in 
my h e a d - d r a m a  a b o u t  this.  W e  catch  up  wi th  the  w e d d i n g  in the  
m o u n t a i n s ,  a w h i t e  pries t  in the  nave.  H a l f -m ea t ,  ha l f - c lou d.  H e ’s 
big, s o m e o n e  says, in the  ch u r ch .  O u r  f r iends  have f lown h im  in to  
the  m o u n t a i n  to exchange  wi th  h im .
•  •  •
I hen 1 r ip ped  us nea r  his face. C o m p r e h e n d i n g ,  he  g a th e r ed  h i m ­
self. Then changed .  W h a t  are yo u  doing?  m y  voice f r om  the  o t h e r  
side of my head w he re  sp ea k in g  lived.  A s h o c k ,  the  l it t le d o g  w e ’d 
fo u n d  toge the r  p aw in g  at  my legs. M y  h a n d  t ry in g  to press his wet  
face back w i t h o u t  press ing h i m  back:  stay, no ,  stay. I s h u t  the  door .
T h e  d o o r  ons tage .  I he great  actress tugs her  sui tcase across.  I tems 
spill across the  floor. T h e  ac to r  p l ay ing  Stanley s ticks  his h a n d s  in, 
de r id in g  her: f l inging pearls,  silks, lace. I ’m  e i ght  m o n t h s  p re g n an t .  
Paul is next  to me.  All I w a n t  is the  b a t h r o o m .  Black space  u n d e r  
red exit signs. N o  o n e  can move;  s h e ’s b o n es  a n d  l ight.  H e r  facet ing 
self. H e r  ch a r a c te r ’s d isas t ro us  t h in k in g .  T h e  actress w h o  played 
Jane  Eyre is sea ted three  rows d o w n .  I keep l o o k in g  for her  face. M y  
bo d y  d o e s n ’t fit. H e  flut ters;  he kicks.
All it takes is a flick o f  the  key in the  lock.  I he  d o o r  will o p e n .  It 
helps to know :  this is a d i f f icul t  door .  H e  was w o r k i n g  in ename l  
then .  I he d o o r  o p e n e d  o n t o  do t s  a n d  st icks,  im p lo s ions ,  c a n d y  
slicks of a l u m i n u m  agains t  the  wall.  I he  ice cr eam  t ru c k  d o w n ­
stai rs— w r e n c h e d  in s inging.  1 was re ad ing  w i t h o u t  t h i n k in g ;  he 
w o u ld  pain t .  G o o d  coffee d o w n  the  s treet .  I l iked h im .  W h e n  he 
s t roked  t h ro u g h  an d  pressed: w e ld in g  s o u n d s  across the  hall .  A b a ­
sin at the  en d  w he re  I w o u ld  ru n  cold  w a te r  over  m y  wrists:  w h a t  
are you d o ing r  A pa r ty  on  the  roof,  the  roo f  nex t  door .  M y  f r iends
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were  s tu ck  d o w n s ta i r s .  H e ’d  m a d e  t h e m  ch ick e n .  I d m e t  s o m e o n e  
else. A m a n  at a n o t h e r  par ty,  t w en ty - s e v e n ,  s t e p p e d  in to  o r  fell 
d o w n  th e  shaf t.
•  •  •
It was m y  t u r n  to  be t aken  ap a r t .
So at recess th ey  sent  Kat ie  across  the  grass.  She del ivered the i r  
message.  W h a t  d o  you  w a n t  to say back? she  asked,  a lm o s t  tend er .  
T h e y  w a tc h e d  m e  f r om  th e  trees.
I t r i ed  s w i m m i n g .  T h e y  t a u g h t  m e  h o w  to t u r n  a n d  b re a th e .  T u r n  
a n d  b rea th e .  But  m y  feet  d r i f t ed .  I c o u l d n t  keep t h e m  w in g in g .  
T h e  coach  d i p p e d  he r  head  in m y  lane.  S o m e t h i n g  h a p p e n e d ;  I 
w ro t e  it d o w n .
I s h o w e d  her  an essay I love. S o m e  peo p le  w r i t e  so well y o u  a lm o s t  
bel ieve,  she  said k n o w in g ly ;  it s jus t  g o o d  w r i t in g .  She h a n d e d  the  
b o o k  back.  I co u ld n ' t  shake  her  view: h o w  r igh t  she  was,  a c o r n e r  
w h e re  I c rossed the  s t ree t.
O n e  s u m m e r  n ig h t  we a te  t h e  I ta l ian  cook ies  in th e  w in d o w .  Each 
o n e  d u s t e d  a n d  w r a p p e d .  She set fire to a w ra pper .  It l if ted o u t  o f  
m y  p a lm ,  g a i n i n g  fire, s m o l d e r i n g  d o w n  th e  w i n d o w  well w h e re  
we l ived.
I repeat  th is  w i th  s o m e o n e  else. Fire sails t h r o u g h  an o p e n  w i n ­
d o w  tw o  f loors d o w n .  Is it out?  O h  no.  A c u r t a i n  w e r e  d r i n k i n g  
in, ca l l ing ,  s o m e  o t h e r  k i t ch en .  C o p p e r  h a n g i n g  in its green gl in t .  
L a u g h i n g  a n d  yel l ing  across  to  t h e m :  we re sorry,  so sorry.  N o  o n e  
app ears .
•  •  •
N o  o n e  will  see. M y  m o t h e r  is p a y in g  at th e  c o u n te r .  I reach in to  
t h e  vase. T h e y  m u s t  be valuable .  T h e  s to re  is cal led The Cry s ta l  
Palace.  I sl ip o n e  u n d e r  m y  t o n g u e .
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My m o t h e r  talks ab o u t  d isappear ing.  H o w  easy it is. T h i s  s t ar ted  
at parties her parents  threw,  w a tc h in g  adul ts .  I hei r shifts a n d  c o r ­
ners. She wasn’t a t t rac tive  to t h e m  yet. H e r  o lder  sister s tood  in the 
foreg round ,  per fo rm ing.  H e r  yo u n g e r  sister s l ipped o u t  w i th  boys 
f rom town.
In the Crystal  River s o m eo n e  fi lms the  mana tees .  T h e i r  gray skin,  
s tone  flaking in to  flesh. T h e  wo rl d  is wate r  a n d  s tone ,  no corners  
for th em ,  groves where  we can dri ft .  They have flats for hands .  
Pinched,  deve loping faces. I he wate r  level looks  too low. I t s  m i ­
raculously clear: there are still clear places.  B rush ing  by— my kind 
o f  clinging? To be a crea ture  here.
H er  creature .  She w o u ld  lie o u t  to c o m p le t e  herself.  N o w  the  only  
way to cure the s u n ’s d am age  is to sit u n d e r  a total  ray. T his will 
reburn  her ches t an d  face. T h e r e  are too  m a n y  qu es t ions  here,  the  
do c to r  says, reading her skin.  C a n  you imag ine  i f we froze th em  
off, one  by one?
•  •  •
She opens  to us, w o u ld  you all like som e  tea?
W h e r e ’s you r  walker,  M o m ? asks Paul.  She takes his ar m wh ere  she 
used to take Jack’s. In the  casket  air sha t t er ed  his chest .  She s l ipped 
a message inside.  But  his face was al ready sealed.  I his was called 
the  viewing.
He r  gra nd son  toddles to her p a n t r y  to b r i ng  her, o n e  by one,  too 
m uch .  Sugar. Baking powder.  Flour.  I h a n k  you, Endy,  he says. She 
mirrors  h im back.  T h a n k  you,  Endy.  She calls me A m y  th en  co r ­
rects. Am y is a b londe  w o m a n  across the  canal .  A m y  says a spoonful  
o f  p ea nu t  b u t t e r  will help one  sleep. Does  it? Yes. I he re ’s a next 
d o o r  and a next.  C h r i s tm a s  again.
I his means  un t an g l in g  then  displaying w h a t ’s inside.  She has to tell 
us how the  objects nestle in. Likethis? No.  She kno ws  h o w b u t  h e ’s still 
too flown f rom her. Year two.  W h a t  is g r ie f  again? H e r  privacy in  us.
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Paul looks everywhere. I t ’s just no t  here M o m .  Please tell me y o u ’re 
not  going  to get on  the ladder  when we go. Okay,  she responds in a 
smile. Her  sole self. My chi ld,  I ’m my own in this b ind,  she doesn t 
say. W he re  Paul feels her  falling, his t rying  to get her on the phone .  
T h e  p h o n e  go ing  to the machine.  T h e n  the m ach ine  again.  Her  
hip. I mean  it, he says, I need you to promise.  I promise.
1 go for air.
Across the  street is a lot w i th o u t  a family, pa lm and  pine and  brush  
breaking  the house t ract  in f ront  o f  the canal.  There 's a h u m m i n g .  
I he metal  box coo l ing the house next  door? An overgrowth crests 
and  dives— they say they've b rough t  d ow n  one  o f  ou r  drones.  An 
image on tv with language ru n n in g  on the edge o f  the frame.  A 
whi te  th ing  ha tch ing  no one.  A man  with a n o tebook  walks a round ,  
peer ing.  Maybe  just for h u m a n  scale. They say they ’ve j am m e d  its 
brain.  It obeyed,  t u rn in g  to them , descend ing  viewless f rom the 
clouds.
His casket  was black. You couldn ' t  see with h im  inside, open  in 
the church .  I last saw him on the bed. Paul had com e  in to wake 
me up.  Aun t  M aureen  was there  with Uncle  Ed. She had s tar ted in 
tel ling half-stories,  half- images as we wai ted for them  to take his 
body  away. Speeding  th rough  him.  So h a n d s o m e  as a young  man.  
I hat bu tche r  asking him to s tand in the w indow  to slice the meat.  
So he had to s tand  in f ront  o f  the store for them .  H e  had to s tand 
it. A w in d o w  where  she knew he had to be.
Meanwhi le ,  Ella makes everyone.
W h e n  she doesn’t get one  o f  us going or  when  her wave exceeds 
the wave she marked herself  inside, it takes some t im e to get her  
back. Maybe  we shou ld  go up to the house now, Ella. No. All the 
houses o n  this island. T h e  best is being  her  charge, shoo t ing  ou t  o f  
the porch  o n to  the jetty. She asks me for the jellyfish s tory again.
Each one  t rai led long broken  wires. T h e y  looked like just what
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you w a n t  to look at w h e n  y o u ’re fall ing as leep— l iqu id ,  m o t o r i n g .  
W h e n  you' re you a n d  you d o n ’t k n o w  how.  You t ry  to keep up.  You 
keep up w i t h o u t  t rying.  W h a t  are yo u  do ing? You k n o w  t h e m  from 
so m ew here .  T h e  ones  closes t— th e n  a wave.
T h e  past  seeps as 1 pul l  its s t i t c h in g  o u t .  I was s tu n g .  D a w n  hel ped  
m e to the  beach.  Part  of b e ing  w i th  her  was l i st ing to w ar d  her  o lder  
b r o th e r  never c o m i n g  o u t  of his ro o m ,  m a k i n g  a s a n d w ic h  next  to 
his m o t h e r  at  the  table.  She w o u l d  look up.
N o  o n e  w a tc h ed  too hard .  D a w n  a n d  I w a tc h e d  movies  I wasn' t
a l lowed to see. f l e r  fa ther  m a d e  his r o u n d s ,  su rfac ing,  hel lo again.  
His d ea th  invisible in his steps.  W h a t  he w o u l d  do ,  h o w  a n d  w h e n .  
T his h a p p e n e d  already.  Yes says El la b u t  le t ’s break the  next  wave 
wi th  o u r  but ts .
•  # •
I leave you for the  o u t d o o r  s how er  u n d e r  the  house .
I f l  use this s h a m p o o  w h o  will I smel l like? T h e  fig tree b r a c in g  the  
yard.  Voices a t t a c h in g  in the  k i t chen  above.  T h a t ’s F ann ie— I c a n ’t 
tell w h o  else. If I have to leave I s h o u ld  leave now.  W a te r  s loughs
off sand an d  salt,  m y  s o u n d  b o d y  poo l ing.  At  m y  r ight  is a ro ugh ,
h o m e - m a d e  o p e n i n g  to the  house  next  doo r ,  d ry  a n d  em pty.  Kay­
aks s h u ck e d  in the  pa r ch ed  grass.  T hei r b lue  cres t ing  life.
Z e ro  c louds .  W i n d  catches  s o m e o n e  d o i n g  the  puzzle  a lone .  Kirs t ­
en a r r an g in g  all the  pieces to the  mar l in  o n  o n e  side? I hear  a n o t h e r  
body. O u r  steps above, the  kids b u r s t i n g  s teps  t h i n n i n g  in to  ce i l ­
ing. H o w  w i n d  bends  the  w a te r  in to  reverie.  O n e  black,  m o ld y  
beam.
We were r u n n i n g  across.  I had  m y  m o t h e r ’s bowl .  S h e d  w ash e d  the  
berries like she always d id ,  first t h ing .  We p u t  t h e m  d o w n  on  o u r  
n eigh bo rs  step,  kno ck ed ,  s cr eam ed ,  a n d  raced back to o u r  cot tage .  
Later  the i r  noise agains t  o u r  k i t chen  door .  I he tail o f  t he i r  l a u g h ­
ter, those  I o m k i n s o n  kids.
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O u r  bowl  r e tu r n e d  to  the  s tep.  T h e y  had crossed the  m a p l e - s h a d ­
ow ed  grass.  C o l d  in the  m i d d le  w h e r e  the  c lo u d  w o u ld  sit before  
it sh i f ted  o u t .  T h e  howl  was filled w i th  glass f rom  the  lake. G o o d  
pieces.  To  c o u n t  as g o o d  they had to be  w o r n  a n d  useless.
A dul l ,  t h r e a d i n g  l ight  g r o u n d  in. T h e s e  were the  best .  1 he  adu l t s  
ar ch ed  over;  w h a t  is this game? D e e r  o r  w in d  in the  edges.  1 im e  
for bed.
•  •  •
Sap p h i re  s u d d e n  in the  sand.
After the  kids  go d o w n  we dr i f t  t ow ard  the  k i t chen  table,  d r in k in g .  
O n e  o f  o u r  f r iends  is a c lo wn .  H e  has a s tor y  a b o u t  the  stage.  Every 
t im e  he t ries to e n t e r  the  o t h e r  c lowns  t h w a r t  h im .  H e  retreats.  H e  
keeps  ap p ea r in g .  I hey hat  h im  d o w n .  1 hen 1 c o u l d n t  go w i th  it 
a n y m o r e ,  he says. E v e r y th in g  c a m e  ou t .  1 he o t h e r  c low ns  t u r n e d  
then ,  ro l l ing  w i th  laughter ,  r i ng ing  in his wave still s i m m e r i n g  on 
the  floor.
This h a p p e n e d  once .  1 o p e n e d  the  l ibrary  d o o r  a n d  saw m y  resi­
d en ce  hall swaying.  S o m e  o f  us weren ' t  m o v i n g  on  the  pa th  to class 
or  Pierce.  T h e n  the  h igh w i n d o w  o f  the  f r a te rn i ty  t icked .  O t h e r s  
s to o d  closer,  fu r ther ,  p o i n t i n g  at the  stag.  D ra in in g .  T he next  ones  
c o m i n g  o u t  o f  the  l ibrary  b e h i n d  m e look ed  or  pressed past ,  no t  
see ing or  see ing  a few s teps  later. O n e  kid in m y  class 1 r e m e m b e r  
exact ly h o w  he w a lk e d —  lo p in g  always h u r r y i n g  away. The smi le  
bak e d  in. I f  I r e m e m b e r  h im  I r e m e m b e r  his f r iend th en  I r e m e m ­
ber  a s t r a n d  o f  o the rs  f ro m  th a t  t ime .  T h e  s to n e  pa th  we used an d  
had to use if we w a n t e d  to he  there .
•  •  •
It ’s a l m os t  to o  r a n d o m  to bear.  H o w  I m ee t  you,  h o w  you  travel 
here.  S t e a m i n g  howls  o f  col lards  a n d  s h r i m p ,  gri lled ears o f  corn .  
T h e  s inged sleeves. T h i s  is the  boil :  Kirs ten  a n d  F ann ie  ar range  
each dish  a r o u n d ,  o b e d i e n t  to a k i t chen  the  rest o f  us do n ' t  see. W e 
s h o u ld  d o  this every year. T h e  bea ch ,  Kirs ten  says, p o u r in g .  T h e
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beach.  She s tar ts  in r e m e m b e r i n g  F ann ie  to us w h e re  she  was smal l .  
T h e y  w o u l d  have to exp la in  to he r  a n y t h i n g  t h a t  was h a p p e n i n g  in 
the  house  by n o t  e x p la in in g  m u c h .
W e sit d o w n  to eat.  Ki rs ten  sets u p  a s to ry  a b o u t  F a n n i e ’s m o m .  
Then Fann ie  says no,  I 'm n o t  g o in g  the re  t o n i g h t .  Kirs ten  a l r eady 
lit in the  r e m e m b e r i n g ,  s u p e r n a t u r a l  off the  to n g u e .  An a m b e r  
shot .  Fann ie  s tops  her  again ,  n o t  angry,  a n d  Kirs ten  really s tops .  
We  d o  so m e  l ight  w o rk  to shi f t  t he  c o n v e r sa t io n .  Waves  in the  grass 
sweep tow ard  the  house .
T h e  ch i ld re n  sleep.
•  •  •
We were igni ted  s o m e w h e r e  else. N o t  jus t i l lus ion or  m e m o r y — the 
adu l t s  a rched  over. T i m e  for bed.
I co u ld n ' t  sleep. W h a t  s h o u l d  we fill t he  bowl  w i th  next? W h a t  d o  
we m o s t  w a n t  to give t h e m — it had to be s o m e t h i n g  bel ow  m o n e y  
whe re  we m o s t  w a n t e d  to keep.  Petoskey  s tones  o n  the  dresser.  They 
c h a n g e d  in water,  d a r k e n i n g ,  ra ising a l o o s en in g  m a t r ix  w h e re  the  
coral  had  lived. Each h exagon  o p e n i n g  a m o m e n t ,  b lu r re d  a n d  b o r ­
d er ed  by the  next.  T h e y  were w a v e - b o r n .  T h e  glacier  h a d  c l i p p ed  
t h e m  off bed r o ck ,  fo ld ing  t h e m  in. I here  was no  la n g u ag e  o r  l a n d ­
ing. D e c ad e  af ter  dec ad e  o f  ice, e x p a n d i n g  a n d  c o n t r a c t i n g .  D o w n ­
stairs,  the  bowl  r insed a n d  t i p p e d  over  o n  the  rack.  Frees shiver ing,  
sp l i t t ing  th ei r  sh ad o w s  o n  the  s ink.
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I E S S E  D A M  I A N  I
MAPS W I T H  SCRIBBLED LINES ( I X )
V io len t, measurable distance. 
We crossed the frozen river 
in opposite d irections 
&  succeeded w ild ly . We dug 
holes in the snow &  made 
camp, miles apart. The  sound 
a musket makes when dropped 
is the sound a cub makes when 
hungry. We chose not to fear 
the n igh t s howls, respectively. 
We had decided to cross 
that river, &  when we wanted 
to backtrack by m o rn ing  
the ice had melted. The wolves 
had eaten ou r toes.
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M A I ’ S W I T H  S C R I B B L E D  L I N E S  ( X I )
Feathers  c a u g h t  in a long
w ind .  Feathers  bea ch ed
in h igh grass.
The m o o n  m a d e  of feathers,  the  stars 
m ad e  of feathers .  T h e  sun
&  the  c louds  
&  e v e ry th in g  w o r t h  seeing.
Feathers  for d r a w i n g  
shapes  o n  o u r  skin.
We loved the  never  k n o w in g .
The inevi t able  sunrise.
We loved the  sky, b u t  the  sky
never  lea rned o u r  nam es .
We w a n te d  it to give us new  ones .
Damiani
J O H N  M .  A N D E R S O N
C l V I  L SERVICE
W h e n  I can’t sleep 1 go to the post o ff ice  hours 
before daw n and sit in its Federalist lo b b y  to l isten 
to the postmistress bang ing, bang ing  the a rm ored
post o ff ice  box doors one after ano the r  shut.
I t ’s l ike  a w ho le  tow n  o f  sixteen
year o ld  gir ls leaving hom e in a series b lock  after
b lock  after b lock . T h e  doors bang, th e ir  glass rattles. I ’m
sunk in a w ar surp lus fo ld in g  cha ir  d y in g
fo r  a C hes te rf ie ld . I can feel it in m y breast pocket. Bang.
T h e  letters rest in state, unopened. W h e n  the c lean ing  crew 
arrives w i th  its bleach and po lish  I take m y q u ie t  
leave. I l ig h t  up  ou ts ide  as the glass d o o r  whispers
C L O S E D .  T h e  l ig h t  starts— hu t,  
h u t— to tu rn  the stars ou t.
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E i n s t e i n ’s  a  l a n d m a r k , 
N O T  A B E A C O N
Late, s h o r t cu t t i n g  th ro u g h  a p o p u lo u s  Pr ince ton 
graveyard— the a u t u m n  full
m o o n s  h u n c h b a c k  reactor  just  c o m i n g  on- l ine  
at the  ho r i zo n — I sailed across
the  narrow,  scented wake o f  a swift  u n d e r g rad u a te ,  her 
wa f t ing hai r a moon-co lo r ,
red. Early in the  c e n tu r y  yet for a coed,  the  s i lver-headed 
squirrel  on a l imb above
my own head said, or  spira l ing  up l ike sm o k e  impl ied .  She had 
a scissor-stride,  too,  very un l ike
the hobble ,  the  swivel, stroll o f  you r  mid-fi f t ies  
Barbie doll.  O u r  Eins te in’s very
pullover,  a l t m od ische  gray’s a web of singular i t ies,  black holes.  
H m m .  W h a t  had he whispered,  drol l ,
to this wi l l -o- the-wisp  had he wi tnessed her  ho p  the  cast iron 
fence there,  on e -h an d ed ?  Soon,
ru m b led  in his bro ad  Swiss cobb le  o f  accents ,  a tangle  
green moss reaching in to  the  grani te
o f  its deepes t -cu t  carving.  N i m m  n i m m .  All right .  But  wha t  
m ight  it mean ,  Eins te in’s soon?
Anderson
S E A N  M .  R U M S C H  I K
T h e  p e s c e t a r i a n  t i l t s
her face down, as if nodding asleep, to drink 
red wine from a glass filled too high. Rising, 
her eyes open and she explains 
celestial cartography, her tracings
o f  movement through color, spicules, m uon passings over a screen 
and sparks o f  divination—  she is pointing
her blue eyes at m ine and then to the constant 
scatterplot at night. Have 1 lost you? She continues 
, with her research on star birth and interstellar clouds. I now see the haze she is 
referring to, stenciled from astrological charts, her m ind also 
into arcs o f speed and m om entum . She stops talking,
bows her head and drifts into the soul of the space 
where the rest arc now standing 
talking over the hand, eating crabcakes
under a white tent. A segment o f sky flashes.
Through lenses o f industrial telescope, a man blinks 
like foil shaking back. A tenured man spills his wine, laughs more and tips forward, 
stops, tips and
falls into the pool. Ripples throw light but for an instant there is nothing
then people laugh and a wom an saysoh, oh, oh! and then it is as if nothing had happened.
So what do you do. I am looking up, the sky is twitching, she is 
beside me again, carefully unwrapping a piece o f bacon from shrimp.
So, what do you do? she asks again, then closes her lips tightly. Inorganic synthesis,
I say, and then, light-activated molecules. She is studying my face, 
pupils scrolling back, forth, then upward, filtering a signal from noise 
to discern a constellation as I stand talking, talking on the grass.
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A S H L E Y  C O L L E Y
A F O R M  F O R  DAVE
1.
D o  you r e m e m b e r  the  song  
it was two lines
I m ad e
I'd s ing it in o u r  b a c k -p o r c h - s w in g  
after  a visit w i th  Dave
O h ,  a n d  by the  way 
So-o-o  are you happy?
2 .
Dave has t im e  this week,  is g o in g  to feel 
the  g low o f  G o d  a n d  H eav en  <
like a red raccoon,  eyes w h i t e  f rom the  su n
H e  rode his b ike all day ( h u n t i n g  again) ,  
has to sow grass n o w  the  weeds  are dead.
3 .
Dave to o k  the  feeders d o w n  next  door .
M o w i n g  a n d  b low ing  for days,
Dave looks  t ired,  a bi t  g au n t .
People s tare at  his f lowerboxes
w a n t  m o re  for the i r  houses
Dave takes his t ime  a lone.
4 .
S m o k i n g  m a d e  D a v e ’s lungs  h u r t  
s a n d in g  plaster  a n d  such 
D a v e ’s c u t t i n g  back on  coffee.
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5.
Dave wakes up in the night says, “This sucks and 
“ I’m thirsty’ and “No muscles in my belly.
6 .
Dave resigned, built a sun room in four days, 
blew the leaves across three lawns.
Dave’s bored out  o f  his mind.
He asks when you’re coming.
7.
Rained and Dave patched the roof.
Pretending to want more inlo, Dave asks 
why you stomp through the house.
H e’s wearing the patch again, 
goes to surgery when the roof caves 
for pain and a busted gut.
8 .
Dave’s cut t ing back on coffee,
takes his time alone, tries not to make it perfect.
Dave knows how: he drives, 
mows, and the pain goes.
He builds houses for cats to cl imb in, 
drinks slow so you’ll stay in the room.
9.
Dave killed the weeds, so dead patches all over.
Won t get a job now till he’s healed.
He goes to hug you once you’re gone,
takes all the feeders down, ('alls them back too late.
Colley 85
D a v e ’s g ro w in g  K e n tu c k y  b lue  grass.  H e  w o n ’t let the  dogs  go in 
his yard  so br ings  t h e m  here  ins tead.  I said Dave  1 d o n ’t w a n t  your  
do g sh i t  here,  b u t  he  p re te n d s  he can ’t hea r  a n d  marks  it w i th  a 
st ick a n d  leaves it. H e  s lams the  d o o r  o p e n  a n d  br ings  the  dogs  in 
a n d  says M o o t ,  look at  T w o -P u p .  T h o s e  d u m b  pugs  can ’t m ak e  it 
th r o u g h  the  d o o r  w i t h o u t  t r i p p i n g  each other ,  b u t  he keeps  t h e m  
o n  a spl i t  leash jus t  the  same.  T h e y  like to be togethe r ,  Dave  says. 
H e  can tell I 'm di sgus ted  w h e n  he says it, so he pops  his lips a n d  
says Bye M o o t  a n d  s lams the  d o o r  again.
Colley
I w a tc h e d  the  b ab y  last week.  H e ’s c r aw l ing  now,  so I c leared o u t  
the  b o t t o m  dra wer s  in the  k i t ch en .  1 left  h im  s o m e  plas t ic  th ings  
to f ind ,  m y  old  m e a s u r in g  cu p s  a n d  such .  I d o n ’t bake  a n y m o r e ,  so 
it's all r ight  i f he beats  o n  t h e m .  1 p r e t e n d  to w o r k  o n  m y  c rossw ord  
an d  rock in m y  cha i r  like 1 d o n ' t  k n o w  w h a t  h e ’s t h i n k i n g  w h e n  he 
looks  at  me u n d e r  his ey ebrows  a n d  crawls  ba c k w a rd s  o u t  the  liv­
ing ro o m .  I hen h e ’s b a n g i n g  the  cups  o n  the  tiles Dave  laid an d  
I w o r r y  a b o u t  the  s cu f f  m a rk s  a n d  w h e t h e r  I'll hea r  the  e n d  o f  it. 
H e  gets m a d  w h e n  1 s p a n k  h im .  Like his m a m a ,  o n ly  A n n a b e e  hit  
back.  I d slap her  wris t  w h e n  s h e ’d reach for a cake I was f ros t ing,  
an d  she’d  c l ench  he r  p re t t y  jaw a n d  say G r a n d m a ,  you  bi tch! I his 
o n e ’s sweeter  b u t  s t ronger .  I f  he  ever goes m ean ,  I w o n ’t be able  to 
h a n d le  h im  on m y  o w n .
Colley
A lady across the  s tree t  p l an t ed  such beaut i fu l  gladiolas .  I to ld  her  
so the  o th e r  day w h e n  she  was ge t t i n g  the  mail .  1 t r ied  to s h o u t  it 
across the  yard,  b u t  1 guess she c o u l d n ’t hea r  because  she crossed 
the s tree t  an d  said her  n a m e  was Lillian.  S h e ’s an o lde r  w o m a n ,  
y o u n g e r  th an  me.  She an d  her h u s b a n d  go to Flor ida  h a l f  the  year 
a n d  hi re Dave to keep the  house  up wh i le  t h e y ’re gone.  H e  mows  
the  lawn a n d  blows the  leaves o u t  the  gu t t e r s  a n d  checks  the  p ipes  
when  the  t e m p e r a t u r e  goes unde r .  She asked me over  for tea,  b u t  I 
said No ,  it was on ly  the  flowers.
Colley
D aves  working for himse lf  now. H e  says he’s had it with  con t r a c ­
tors tel ling h im  not  to do  things the way he wants.  H e  bough t  some 
shacks to (ix up  and rent , so we'll see. In the m ean t im e ,  he’s do ing  
odd  jobs for the ne ighbors  and mowing  just abou t  every lawn in 
D ia m o n d .  He  rode his mower past my w indow  every fifteen m i n ­
utes this m o rn in g  till I realized he was mowing  the whole s t reet’s 
lawn at once.  1 can't imagine it’s quicker  that  way. He  just likes to 
be a pain in the ass. Pretends there aren’t lines to cross till someone  
has to remind  him.  Bored ou t  o f  his m ind  is what  I th ink.  He  asks 
when  you' re coming.  H e’s blowing  leaves across the lawns now.
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A M A N D A  S H A P I R O
N O T E S  F O R A  E U L O G Y ,  U N D E L I V E R E D
A B rie f Description o f  Your Funeral,
Because I  Know You're Curious
Muggy,  je t -puffed c louds ,  insects w h i n i n g ,  etc.  A chapel  s o m ew h e re  
betwe en  O m a h a  an d  no whe re ,  a d i r t  road f lanked by wi ldf lowers,  
wh ich  s o m e o n e  picked an d  p u t  in vases by the  chapel  doors .  Fields 
all a r o u n d ,  w o o d e n  fences here a n d  there ,  a row o f  trees.
But  you d o n ’t care a b o u t  the  scenery.  N o  o n e  said a n y t h i n g  
bad,  if t h a t ’s w h a t  you  w a n t  to hear.  N o  o n e  said m u c h  at  all. T h e  
minis ter ,  an im p e n e t r a b ly  fat L u th e ra n ,  d id  the  usual  r ead ing o f  
verses, I c o u l d n ’t say w h ich  ones .  Your b ro th e r s  were there ,  David  
and  Jon an d  Saul,  in f rom the  West  C o as t  l o o k in g  a n c ie n t  an d  
s tu n n e d .  You were the  yo u n g es t  by ten years i f I’m r e m e m b e r i n g  
r ight a n d  I d o n ’t t h i n k  they k n ew  w h a t  to m ak e  o f  y o u r  latest an d  
last display. I h a d n ’t seen t h e m  s ince  G r a n d m a  R u t h i e ’s funeral ,  
whi ch  we r e co u n ted  fond ly  a n u m b e r  o f  t imes .  Ev er yon e agreed 
it was good  she was de ad  now. As Saul n o t ed ,  she  w o u l d ’ve found  
so m e  way to take the  b lame.
At the  service n o n e  o f  us spoke  b u t  y o u r  wife d id .  It was 
most ly  her  f r iends  anyway,  f rom  the  univers ity,  a n d  y o u r  Local Fol­
lowing o f  Young People,  o f  course ,  w h o  w ore  thei r  bes t  b lacks  for 
this b o n a  fide t ragic event.  I was h o p i n g  C a r o l in e  w o u l d  say s o m e ­
th in g  en l ig h ten ed ,  b u t  it was all c rap  like I f  O n l y  H e  C o u l d  Have 
Lived To Finish His  Greates t  W o r k  a n d  I he W o r ld  Was l o o  M u ch  
For T h i s  B u rd e n e d  Soul a n d — the wors t  on e ,  because  you  m a d e  her 
believe it— H e  Was A M a r ty r  For T h o s e  W h o  Suffer In I he Service 
O f  T h e i r  Craf t .  At this p o i n t  the  s to ry  ac tua l ly  gets in teres t ing,  
because  I s tood  on my pew a n d  said s o m e t h i n g  a lo n g  the  lines of 
Fuck,  Caro l ine ,  I M u s t  Ha ve Walk ed  In to  T h e  W r o n g  C h a p e l  Be­
cause I his S o u n d s  Like A Funera l  For Jesus F u ck in g  C hr i s t .
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: Statement of Purpose
W h e n  o n e ’s father  dies, one  goes to the funeral.  Even if one  has not  
seen o n e ’s father in five years or spoken to him in three. Even if one 
is in a certain place and  o n e ’s father, his body, is in another ,  and 
even if the two places are 1,200 miles apar t  and one  is very poor, 
one goes because one though t  o n e ’s father could be dead already, 
hut  then o n e ’s father  died for real, and one  needs to feel the dif ­
ference.
The Night You Jum ped O ff  the Roof of the First N ational 
Bank lower in Omaha, N E
I
I was s tand ing  at the w indow in a dark room. Even at that  hour  
the streets weren’t e m p ty — a dog  lifted a leg, a w om an  hailed a cab, 
carrying her shoes. I d i d n ’t know bu t  1 knew. T h e  s t reet lamp was 
ha rd-b r ight  so I tu rned  away. I saw my shadow on the wall, black 
body on a w'hite wall. My shaggy-haired head, my m onkey  limbs 
like yours.
1 cou ld n ’t lie down that  night ,  and  at 5:30 your  wife called 
and told me what  you ’d done,  the precise way that  y o u d  s topped 
yourself f rom living, and 1 said And W h o ,  Exactly, Are You?
A Story I M ight Have Made Up
I was born with hair. Not  on my head but  down my back, tuf ted 
and dark.  Baby Bird, you said and  you bui lt  me a swing unde r  the 
birch tree. A few m o n th s  later the fur fell away, and you were sad to 
see it go. Six years later you left for the city, and were you sad to go? 
Fifty-rwo years later you d ropped  away, and were you glad to go?
O l d  house,  cold house,  never-loud house.  W in te r -w h i te  
light on wood.  T h e  oatmeal  is hot  in the bowl. Your s tam pin g  
boots: the dull c runch  o f  weight  on snow. T h e  deer  came in Spring,
| s loughing snow off  M o m ’s buds. You took me to the river where the 
ice was breaking and we saw how it fell away. Cha lk  on the back 
porch,  us, d rawing circles a round  each o ther  like we could hold
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each other in. Then  popsicle summers,  your  damp napkin across 
my mouth.  Into bed before light left the sky. Then stories you told 
from the floor by my bed, me under  a sheet, still sticky from the 
day. Fall comes again, the house is cold again, and this is how it 
goes, on and on until.
In Reverse-Chronological Order, the Top 5 Things You Will Never 
Know About M am ie Baum, Who is Your Daughter, Who is Me:
1. 1 graduated from college and moved to New York, a city I'd 
only seen with you. You’d left for Nebraska by this point,  but  
the city was still covered in you. In the diner window, the 
movie theater, a passing bus. I was sixteen again and I was 
twelve again and nine and six, and New York was still a week­
end place. I wanted to call you and say, I Know You Think You 
Are In O m a ha  Right Now, Talking To Me O n  The Phone, But 
I Had To Let You Know Tha t  You Left Yourself Behind.  Since 
you died it’s less o f  a shock to see you on the park bench, the 
dark street. You could be anywhere now. I scattered the ashes 
myself.
2. When I was sixteen I asked if you were fucking Diana, the 
21 year old, even though I knew you were, and you said no 
and I let you think that  I believed your  lie. W hen  my mother  
asked me it you were fucking Diana, the 21 year old, I said no 
even though I knew you were, and she believed my lie. W hen  
you asked me if my mother  thought  you were tucking Diana, 
the 21 year old, 1 told you yes because I knew you were and I 
wanted you to say it. In other words, I am not  a t ruthful  person 
but  neither are you.
3. W hen I was fourteen and hated my mother,  hated our  tiny, 
cold house in our tiny, cold town, I wanted to move to New 
York with you. I told people that  my father was a novelist, 
which was nominally true. I d seen your  book on my m other ’s 
shell alter all, your name in caps down the spine. My father, 
the writer. I thought  il I could act cosmopoli tan enough,  you 
would see that I belonged with you, eating steak dinners and
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going to Broadway shows, which I was sure you did every night  
when I wasn’t there. W h e n  1 saw you tha t  winter ,  I wore red 
lipstick, and  I was starving. You told me I looked beaut iful ,  
do you remember? But  when 1 tho u g h t  abou t  asking you the 
words sounded  absurd.  So we ordered chicken from Ieriyaki 
Boy and watched the Knicks on TV.
4. I liked your  first girl fr iend,  the one  with the big hair  and the 
cigaret te  chuckle ,  bu t  the rest I though t  were lunat ics,  espe­
cially Harr ie t ,  who  called you Baby and called me T h a t  Girl  
(e.g., W h y  C a n ’t I hat G i r l ’s M o the r  C o m e  Get  Her  Herself? 
and  W h y  You G o t  To Bring T hat  Girl  Halfway To Vermont ,  
To T h e  G o d d a m n  Middle  O f  Nowhere? and That G i r l ’s Al­
ways Giv ing  Me Sulky Eyes Across T h e  Room Like 1 Went  And 
Killed Her  Cat . )  O u r  m on th ly  visits tu rned  into three t imes a 
year when  Harr ie t  moved in, on  account  of our  feelings toward 
one another .
5. I he s u m m e r  1 tu rned  six, 1 swung on my swing unde r  the birch 
tree nearly every day like a p e n d u lu m  passing t ime.  At the top 
of each arc I could see the road over Long Grass Hill,  and that  
was how 1 watched for you. It was fall when you left. Do  you 
remember? T he road is a pho tograph  when 1 th in k  o f  it now, 
bl ink ing  in and ou t  of view. Swing up,  swing down ,  and this 
was the rhy thm  of the season. Th is  was the fall 1 dove into a 
pile of leaves, s tra ight  down into them ,  because 1 t h ough t  they 
would hold me like a pillow bu t  instead they c rum bled  like old 
things do  and my nose broke from the g round ,  which froze 
early that  year.
Father, n. [fah-ther]
1 .a. O n e  by w hom  a child is or  has been begot ten,  a male 
parent ,  the  nearest male ancestor.  Infrequent ly  applied 
to animals .
E.g.: You, a certain sort of animal, pursued a woman, 
blonde and  claimed by a man o f a different breed, and  
one thing begot another, which begot another, un til
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finally a child, me, M am ie, was begotten, and, thus, you  
were a father. 
l.b.  Applied to Christ .  (Obs.  rare.)
E.g.: You believed you were being persecuted because
you said that in the supermarket the cashier would not 
bag your groceries and  a t the restaurant the waiter d id  
not say thank you as we left and  when you said to me, 
I, Your Father, Am  Being Slowly Crucified, I  knew you  
weren 't doing well.
(See also: Antisocial Personality Disorder, Delusional
Disorder, Malignant  Narcissism, Megalomania,  Messiah 
Complex,  Paranoid Personality Disorder)
I.e. O ne  who institutes, originates, calls into being; a
constructor,  contriver, designer, framer, originator.  
E.g.: Who is the fa th er  now, Father?
The Miracle o f  A ir  Travel
W hen the plane took off I was surprised. I ’m always surprised by 
flight; how it’s nothing more than an act o f  will. I accepted the 
force against my body, the pushing down that  meant  Phis Is Where 
You Are. I had the feeling that  everyone on the plane was someone 
I’d seen before, even the flight a t tendants  in their make-up masks. 
I'he woman next to me had an infant and they were in awe of  each 
other, shocked by their need for each other. Her  D addy’s Wait ing 
For Us In Omaha ,  the woman said, and I said, So’s Mine.
O n  the ground the world is a tyranny of  details. Go  high 
enough and it eases into geometry:  squares and circles, arcs and 
rays. Shades of brown and green and gray. I took comfort  in this 
view, in how well we’ve ordered our  lives. Then  came disruptions, 
rumples across pressed earth. T h a t ’s the Missouri River O n  O u r  
Right, Folks, said the co-pilot,  helpfully. Passengers on airplanes 
are always Folks. T h e  descent was mildly spiritual,  a series of drops 
in which my body fell but  someth ing stayed up for a second longer.
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A Presumably Incomplete List oj I hings You Never Void Me (Your
Daughter, M am ie Baum) but 1hat 1 Found Out When I Went to Bury
You in Omaha, NE.
1. You were taking  eight  di s t inc t  prescr ipt ion medicat ions,  or  at 
least you should  have been,  except the eight  dist inct  prescr ip­
t ion medicat ion bot tles  I found  were all full and  s tashed under  
the sink.
2. You hadn' t  filed taxes since 1988 when you sold your  book,  
and your  debts  at present  equal  $32 ,6 0 4 3 ,  which is $ 10 ,166  
more  than the value o f  your  estate, which you bequea thed  to 
Caro l ine  (See I tem 3 below). N one  o f  that  includes the roughly 
eleven years o f  child suppo r t  you never paid,  according to my 
m o the r  s coun t .
3. You had a wife, ano the r  wife, that  is, not  your  ex-wife, who 
is my mother ,  and not  a girl fr iend or  a young  protege w hom  
you fucked.  Caro l ine  was not  pretty. She in troduced  herself  as 
a Wri ter  Like Your Father  and 1 said So You're A Wri ter  W h o  
D oesn’t Wri te.  She said I leach Undergrads  and I said You’re 
A Professor. She looked at me with eyes that  said You Are No t  
Your Fa ther ’s Daughter ,  and I t h ough t  O h ,  But  Lady, 1 Am.
4. You had what  the O m a h a  Daily Record called a Local Fol low­
ing of Young People who  referred to you as a Mentor ,  a Father  
Figure, no less. I imagine some zit-faced kid, your  neighbor ,  
found your  novel on the l ibrary shelf  labeled O ld  and  O u t  o f  
Pr int,  and he took it home,  read it at night  and  beat  off with 
shame to the parts— you know the ones. And next th in g  you 
know they're at your  door ,  those kids, and  they want  you to 
tell them  abou t  T h e  Way T h in g s  Are because they’re Angry At 
Adults  bu t  not  at you because you Get  It, you Get  I hem. These  
kids were at the funeral,  as I m en t io ned .  I hey smoked  ciga­
rettes outs ide the chapel  and  the girls shook out  their  hair  to 
indicate  distress and the boys looked str icken, each w onder ing  
w he ther  he too w ou ld smash his body into pavement  some day.
5. Youd been wri t ing  som eth ing.  I saw the pages s tacked in a 
cardboard  box on the floor near  your  desk, and I tried to look
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closer but  Carol ine was there anti she s tood in f ront  of the box 
and pointedly offered me lunch.  1 could see the type, black and 
blotted,  which means you must  have been using your  typewr i t ­
er, the Powder-Blue Beast. W hen  I was eight  I though t  it was 
beauti ful , and 1 was nervous when you pu t  the paper in and 
told me to type. I wanted  only beauti ful  things to come from 
it, not  my labored words, my child scratch. W he n  you left the 
room 1 star ted t ranscribing your  book,  filched from the shelf, 
fingers jabbing slowly, type bars whipp ing  in response, until  
you came back and I hid it, the book,  under  my but t .  But o f  
course your  words were there, typed,  and you saw and we both 
felt the strangeness o f  that.
Signs Indicating That I, M am ie Baum, Am  My Father's Daughter
1. Bears the unmistakable  Baum nose.
2. Can  be sum m ed  up by the equat ion:  Delusions o f  grandeur  
+ Defeatist  ou t look = Lousy work ethic and very few friends.
3. Is apparently  incapable of bi t ing o n e ’s tongue  in s i tuat ions that  
most  require it.
4. Believes that  a mixing bowl is appropriate  for preparing any 
food worth eating, and all foods can be eaten in mixing-bowl- 
sized portions.
5. Has an unreasonable a t tachm en t  to schedules,  routines,  cal­
endars,  lists, and plans, bu t  must  overthrow enti re established 
system regularly to reassert one ’s au tonomy.
6. Is a liar.
7 . Is susceptible to chronic  and paralyzing indecision in grocery 
stores, depa r tm en t  stores, restaurants,  shampoo  aisles, and re­
lationships.
8. Should not  be allowed to have chi ldren.
The Last Iim e I Saw You
We walked through Central  Park together. I wanted  to pu t  my
hand in your mess o f  hair but  I s topped  myself f rom reaching out.
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My hair is like your  hair, not  like my m o th e r ’s at all. W h e n  we 
walked,  the sky was gray and there was wind like a reminder .  You 
told me there were people  who  hated you, bu t  they loved you, but  
they wanted you to leave. You wanted to go with them. W here ,  I 
said. You looked at me as il to say, Irrelevant. Sixteen years old and 
I l istened to you,  Daddv.  You pul led me from a nonsense dream 
into a sad knowledge, and I loved you differently after that.
I lay down on the floor of the apa r tm e n t  where you’d ar ­
ranged your  life for a while. It belonged to Diana,  the 21 year old 
you were fucking.  We re N o t  Fucking,  you said and I snorted  to 
show I d i d n ’t care. W h e n  I woke up it was late in the day, the sun 
had come out  for a m o m e n t ,  and dust  co lu m ns  h ung  in the light. 
She was lying on the couch ,  and you were s i t t ing with her. Her  
hands were folded behind  your  neck, pul ling.  I watched you whis ­
per and then kiss her  f rom under  my hair.
You pu t  me on a train that night and heavy rain fell on the 
metal roof  the whole way home.  I wanted to tell you abou t  that , 
the  sound  of the sky reject ing its water. It w'as like wind th rough  a 
grove, a big rustic that  never s topped.
I Like to Pretend That I Aw an Original
Welcome to the M useum  of C o n t e m p o r a ry  Sadness. Along with 
o u r  Permanen t  Col lect ion,  which spans the last 30 years o f  grief, 
we are pleased to invite you to view a special exhibi t ion,  Marn ie  
Baum’s Father Is Dead,  here for its first and only engagem ent  in 
the Baum Family Room of Mental  Disturbances.  Located on Level 
4, between the Rock n Roll Suicides Collect ion and  the Grieving 
M oth ers ’ Retrospective,  T h e  Baum Family Room o f  Mental  Dis­
turbances houses exhibi ts  generously dona ted  to the M useum  by 
the Baums over the course of many product ive years. T h is  provoca­
tive exhib i t ion features over fifty entr ies including  objects (“ Baby 
Hair ,’ “Birch Tree,” “ Typewriter: Powder  B l u e ”), sounds  (“ Boots 
on Snow,” “H ard  Rain,” “Insect  Wail ”), and  short  pe rformance  
pieces (“ Loops,” “ The Miracle o f  Air Travel ). Visitors are asked to 
keep to the pathways marked in red. Please do no t  touch,  talk to,
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or disrupt  the exhibi tion in any way. All items, including words, 
moods,  and times o f  day, are the sole emotional  property of Marnie 
Baum. No photographs please.
Facts &  Figures
1. In Nebraska,  suicide is the leading cause o f  death due to injury
for adults ages 25-64.  Males are 5.1 times more likely to kill
themselves than females, a l though females are 1.7 times more 
likely to try and fail.
2. Successful suicides are caused by firearms 55 percent  of the 
time. Unsuccessful suicide at tempts  are caused by drug  over­
doses 80 percent  of the time. There  is no data on jumpers.
3. T he  first reported suicide in O m a h a  happened in 1897. Henry
Thom as ,  a Pacific Express C o m p a n y  wa tchman,  stole 6 ,000 
dollars, then, after three gui lt -r idden years, went insane and 
hung himself. In a suicide letter, he wrote,  T h e  First T im ber  In 
My Barn Has T he Money.
4. The  First Nat ional  Bank Power stands at  634 feet, making it 
not  only the tallest bui lding in Nebraska,  but  the tallest bu i ld ­
ing between Minneapol is  and Denver. It’s the 176th tallest sky­
scraper in the United States and the 467 th  tallest in the world.
5. Built in 2002,  T h e  First Nat ional  Bank Power has 45 stories,
all of which are commercial  offices. An observat ion deck is c ur ­
rently under  construct ion on the roof.
6. Your footpr ints  were found on some wooden scaffolding that
hung over the edge. There  were other  marks too on the end
of the dusty planks. We re Not  Sure, said the attractive blond 
officer, But It Looks Like He Might  Have H ung  O n .  I did not 
believe him.  How could I believe him.
Loops
Sometimes 1 make five, sometimes three. Sometimes I get to the 
end of my block, turn  around,  and walk home.  O nce  a round  is a 
mile I ve decided somewhat  arbitrarily. O n  the first m orn ing  you
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were not  alive, I d id n ’t count .  Quie t  streets, dead leaves unde r ­
foot. A flock of geese erupted from dark ground.  W e d  startled each 
other. 1 ran faster as they rose into the almost- light ,  and I forgot the 
sound of my shoes. I d id n ’t feel the fabric o f  my shirt on my skin. 
1 looked down at myself, pat te rned  by new light through trees. 
Maybe there was no fabric anymore or feet on leaves. Maybe now 
there were feathers on my chest and back, maybe my face was an i­
mal dark. Did 1 touch my cheeks and feel the tips o f  wings?
I he honk  o f  geese is a language 1 know, a pain-noise  that  says 
Where Is O u r  1 lome.  O n  theground ,  I was racing, too winded to cry out.
What We Did With You
I left the chapel after my outburst ,  and I lay in a cornfield while 
my anger  reduced to a s immer, and 1 stayed there s immer ing in 
the corn,  the clouds low, the world wavering in the heat. After a 
long time, 1 heard car doors then engines then tires going slowly 
past, and  then Carol ine was s tanding above me with you in her 
arms— the wooden urn I mean— and she said I Could  Really Use 
A Hand,  Marnie.
I didn' t  realize she wanted us to scatter you, your  ashes, 
until we had walked half a mile past the church to what one could 
generously call a hill, a bald patch where no crops were planted 
but  a few yellow wildflowers had managed to grow. This  Is Where  
He Wanted Io Be, she said, and I thought  Are You Joking? But  I 
figured I'd said enough for the day.
I he I hree Kings had an early flight ou t  so it was just the 
two of us, Caro l ine sniffling while  I tried to wrestle the top from 
the urn.  I hey’re like bear cans, those urns. No one warns you about  
how heavy the ashes are going to be either, or that  they’re vacuum- 
sealed in plastic. T he re ’s no respectful way to rip into a t en-pound  
bag o f  ash, I d o n ’t care w ho’s inside.
You're probably imagining your  remains dr if t ing away as 
the sun set long and hot  across the prairie. In real life, dr if t ing 
ashes require wind,  of which there was none  in Nebraska that  day. 
We thought  about  picking you up in handfuls and tossing you into
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th e air but  frankly neither of us wanted  to touch you that  way. So 
in the end we just heaved the bag up between us and d u m ped  you 
here and there, and tha t ’s how we left you, in piles o f  various sizes 
along the mound.
When the bag was abou t  empty, Caroline stuffed it back in 
the urn and gave it to me. His Orders ,  she said. It’s Made  O f  Birch 
And It Stays With You.
Interjection From the Cabbie Who Drove Me Home
You fly in f rom Nebraska, I don't  know Nebraska.  I’m single you 
know but  I have one daughter.  Alexandra. Want  to see? She’s on 
my phone.  See? See? She’s a cat! You d idn ’t guess right? We live here 
twenty years. Sometimes 1 hate it, do you? You are so beautiful, 
you must  have a rich husband and no job. See my name on sign 
back there? Raman Pavlin they write but  it is Pavlin Raman.  At 
first I think this is not good but  then you know I switch my mind.  
Raman Pavlin Pavlin Raman is all the same right? W h o  needs one 
name? Call me whatever you like! I hope  you stay away from park 
here. Six years before girl is killed under  tree. How? Why? I d o n ’t 
know but  picture on T V  you don't  forget. O h ,  oh! You should see 
her, blue dress under  big tree and flowers fall on her and  all around.  
Decorated by Cod .  I don t care how this bad thing happens but 
don t go through park okay. I say this like father. I drive you to your 
house door  because it’s late and you see there is the park besides us. 
You have someone to watch ou t  for you okay? She was beautiful,  a 
little child. Sometimes I find this tree and kiss ground .  You should 
see picture. O h  the flowers.
Body Building
1 all again and I m losing my summ er  skin. In the morning ,  under  
hot  water, I rub my arms and the flakes wash away. I pluck my 
eyebrows, run a razor up my legs. Black flecks collect on the white 
sink. Shaving, smoothing,  buffing the surface and my hand never 
slips. Never a slice, a nick, too close to the tpiick. T he  hair on my
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head co m es  o u t  on i t ’s own.  I get up  f rom the  bed an d  it stays on 
the  sheets.  S t rands  collect  in the  corner s  o f  my ap a r t m e n t ,  t r ap p in g  
dus t  an d  debr is .  Next  to m e  a pile o f  f ingernails,  b i t ten .  I ’m r u n ­
n ing and I ’m walking.  I ’m in a t rain ,  a bus ,  the  back seat of a cab, 
an a irp lane  to Nebraska  an d  back again.  I like to sit on  grand steps 
at cer tain  t imes o f  day. M u seu m s ,  ca thedrals ,  the  post  office on 
34t h .  I sit where  the  last light hits t hem ,  where  s tone  steps  b loom  
yellow unti l  the  s hadow  slices black.  In bed 1 still wrap  the  qui l t  
like you show ed  me once ,  over m y  head an d  tu ck ed  u n d e r  my feet. 
I press my  arms  against  my  ches t an d  try to hold  myself together .  
The skin,  the  nails, the  hair, the  g u n k  from m y  pores.  I hey all fall 
away, b low n to some u nsw ep t  co rne r  of the  wor ld  w he re  who le  
o th e r  beings  are bo rn ,  sweet an d  misshapen ,  bui l t  f rom the  stuff 
we’ve let go.
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A N D R E A  F R A N C I S
W h a t  y o u  l e t
Snow up to her hips.  I houg h she wan ts  to be cold,  she prefers 
the sink of her boo t  before it can flatten.
Frozen lock & metal  key.
He wipes a s t r ing  o f  sno t  wi th  his sleeve. His b o o t  strikes the  door.  
Fucking  door.  His boo t  strikes the  door.
Fie undresses all o f  her -
He hangs  her wool  socks over a cha i r -back next to the  potbel ly  
stove. H er  boots  still by the  door.
His chest  this close to her  breasts.
Fire sputters.  1 he b u r n i n g  woodp i le  shifts.  H e  spl inters  m ore  for tonight .  
She shivers.  Shakes h im.  lucks  her legs in to  herself.
He feels his way to the  stove. H e adds  m ore  wo od.  Stokes.
He r  hai r-smel l,  in smoke,  wakes her.
A w o m an  can leave w i t h o u t  looking  th r o u g h  a window.
Cirove of sequoia d ip p ed  in whi te.
O n  New Year’s Eve, she runs ,  feels her  foot ing,  &  slides. H e r  arms 
out s t re tch ,  loo  d r u n k  to wor ry  ab o u t  sl ipping.
("old,  i f you let it.
She uses three fingers to write his name,  cursive,  in the  snow  bank.  
Smokes  a joint  in the  clearing.
I he bird hops  to the o th e r  side o f  the t ru n k ,  o u t  o f  sight.
It will com e  a r o u n d  again i f she’s quiet .
See?
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Hemoglobalpouch worms
Leshmania chagasi
Pulfio Gasti
Slantius (bearded, fa ll type)
D A I S Y  P I T K I N
A N  A L G O R I T H M
Incompleteness theorem f  or any formal effectively generated theory 7 
including basic arithmetical truths and  also certain truths about form al 
provability, 1 includes a statement oj its own consistency i f  and  only i f  I ' is 
inconsistent. (Codel)
Axiom:
In 1925, Max Ernst, artist and radical anti-war activist, was inspired 
by an ancient wooden Hoor where the grain o f  the planks had been 
| accentuated by many years o f  scrubbing. The patterns o f  the graining
suggested strange images to him. He captured these by laying sheets 
( of paper on the floor and then rubbing over them with a soft pencil.
I he results suggest mysterious forests peopled with bird-like creatures... 
These drawings were published in a 1926 collection titled Histoire Na- 
turellc.
- Ronald Alley, Catalogue o f  the Tate Gallery’s Collection o f  M od­
ern Art other than Works by British Artists, Tate Gallery and Sotheby 
Parke-Bernet, London 1981
Axiom:
V 'v V'
** c V 
>
U -  v  ' V/  f  * 
>  '  I  * • *  I*
[My brother’s boot]
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Proof:
If  this is your  boot ,  then your  hand  touched this piece of paper.
If your  hand touched the paper, then you made  this rubbing.
If you made the rubbing,  then  your  hand might  still grip, 
your arm might  still move.
If your  hand grips and your  arm moves, then  you are alive.
You said you need odd  and secret tasks to comple te  so that  you can 
remember who you are. I sent you a stack o f  paper and two pencils 
and a magazine-collaged letter like a ransom note. I also sent you 
leaves and pine needles from up on the m ounta in .  W h e n  the pack­
age was in the mail, I t hought  damn it I should have sent a book 
or someth ing  baked or a song we used to sing t ranscr ibed for the 
harmonica.
W hen  I get the rubbings back from you, Afghan soil crumbles  out  
o f  the envelope and into my hand.  It ’s a lot like the caliche o f  Iuc- 
son, but  grayer. T h e  back side o f  the boot  rubb ing  is streaked with 
it, as if you’d made the image by gr ind ing your  toe into the paper 
over a graphi te  plane.
This  boot  is made for desert  combat .  I’ve seen it before, when it 
was first issued to you, when you were home.  I know that  it is a 
light tan color. Camel ,  you called it. I know the canvas top is t h in ­
ner that  you had expected, but  you said, “ It will make it easier to 
run, to squat  down and hide.” It is the color  o f  soil somewhere,  but  
not there, not  where you are now.
But this, o f  course, is not  a boot . It’s an image o f  a boot ,  a series 
o f  thin marks where a pencil came close to the sole o f  your  boot .  I 
think it’s the closeness of this that  makes me feel alone in a way I 
did not  expect.
Pitkin
I n fin ite  Regress: One oj three parts to a theory tha t purports the 
impossibility to prove any tru th  logically or mathematically. A n  In ­
fin ite  Regress arises if the tru th  of proposition P I requires the support 
of proposition P2, the tru th  o j proposition P2 requires the support o f  
proposition P3, ... , a n d  the tru th  oj proposition P n -I requires the sup­
port o f proposition Pn a n d  n approaches infinity. (Albert)
Axio m:
Psychometry is viewed as o n e ’s ability to sense or  read an object  or 
ano ther  person merely by looking, holding or  touching.  It is a form 
o f  scrying, forecasting or predict ing the future. T h e  psychometr ic  
can hold a letter or  a piece o f  jewelry and tell abou t  the history of 
the object  or the person who owned  it - all f rom what  was recorded 
into the object  in the form o f  emini t ions  [sic].
I do not ask for belief before experience,  so much as for the open 
m ind  and pat ient a t t en t ion o f  my readers: that  some faith is re­
quired in all d epar tmen ts  of science is admit t ed,  but  all I ask now 
is a hearing for my suggestions,  and  that  my s ta tements  may be put  
to the test o f  experiment ,  before they are rejected or accepted.
- James Coates,  Ph .D ,  M .I ) . ,  Seeing the Invisible , 1906
Ax i o m:
[the par t  of a t ruck that  bu rned  your  leg while you were asleep]
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Proof:
I f  y o u  were asleep whi le  y o u r  skin  b u r n e d ,  then  I im ag ine  you 
m u s t  have been d ream in g .
If  you were d re am in g ,  th en  there  are par ts  o f  you tha t  are n o t  
always in th a t  place.
I f  there  are par ts  o f  you no t  always in tha t  place,  th en  those  par ts 
can be kept  safe.
If  those par ts  are kep t  safe, you will c o m e  h o m e  whole .
You said,  “Emai l  is easy, b u t  I like ge t t i n g  th ings  in the  mai l.  I like 
t h i n k in g  a b o u t  ho w  the  pape r  is c o m i n g  f rom far away an d  tha t  
so m e o n e  ac tual ly  t o u c h e d  it."
I am d r iv ing  th r o u g h  the  deser t  in N e w  Mexico,  pass ing canals  an d  
reservoirs th a t  are the  co lo r  o f  the  land a r o u n d  th em .  T h e y  s t and  
apar t  on ly  in the i r  luminos i ty .  T he w a te r  they ho ld  is separa ted  
f rom the  th i rsty  land by l itt le lips o f  dus t .
You are also in a desert .  It is o n e  I c a n n o t  imagine ,  t h o u g h  I ’ve held 
bits o f  it in my  han d .  Its soil is sm eared  here on  this paper,  too,  
a long  wi th  rust  an d  w h a t  looks like t ransfer  f rom a m u d d y  green 
paint .
D u r i n g  the  1 980s ,  G re g o r  S c h n e id e r  rarely left his h o m e  in Rheydt ,  
G e rm any .  H e  spen t  his t ime m u l t ip ly in g  the  s t r u c tu r e  o f  the  house  
inside o f  itself: wall in f ron t  of wall,  ce il ing  be low ceil ing,  floor 
on floor, ro om  in ro om .  Since  1985, the  house  has been o p e n  so 
that  visi tors can explore  it, en t e r in g  in bet w een  newly c o n s t r u c te d  
sections  an d  the  orig inal  walls.  T h o s e  w h o  have seen it desc r ibe  
w in d o w s  in f ront  o f  sol id walls,  n a r ro w  passageways,  a n d  c o n t o r t e d  
routes  be tween  rooms.  T h e y  repo r t  see ing c lothes ,  t rash,  let ters,  
family por t ra i t s  a n d  r e d u n d a n t  p l u m b i n g  s m as h ed  be tw een  the  lay­
ers of the  house .  Ar tis t  Ulr ich  Loock has said o f  the  house ,  “T h e  
re pet i t ion  of the  a l ready exis tent  p ro d u c es  the  u n k n o w n ,  n o t  in the  
fo reg ro und ,  b u t  in the  b a c k g r o u n d  o f  the  a d d e d - o n  work."
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Schneider says, “ I he only way now to know what  has been added 
is to measure the hidden spaces. . .No one can get to the original 
s t ructure  anymore  wi thout  systematically destroying the house. 
And I wonder  if any part o f  him wishes to bu rn  it down.  Maybe not 
the enti re  house,  but  one layer of it -  the eighth wall, bu t  not the 
ninth,  not the tenth.  Go ing  back in t ime to take away or implant  
events that  then can not  be undone .
I his is my theory:  you joined the Army because o f  Germany.  Be­
cause when we were young,  G e rm a ny  was the only dis tant  place 
you had known anyone  in our  family to live. O u r  uncle was in the 
Army. He  was s ta t ioned in Mainz with our  aunt .  You were in pre­
school when we learned that  our  cousin was born there. This  was 
the 80s, and they lived on an Army base fewer than  eighty miles 
away from where Schneider  was bui lding rooms inside of rooms.
1 You became fascinated with Germany.  You took G e rm a n  in high 
school.  You showed me a picture  o f  the Eastern Alps in a book in 
the library and said, “Someday 1 11 be there. You showed me where 
they were on a map; across the ocean, past France, far away.
L a w  o f  E x c lu d e d  M id d le : O f two condradictory propositions, one 
must be true, the other false: P  V «- P. (Aristotle)
Axiom:
Iransferencc occurs  when the pa t ient  begins to see ano ther  person 
( the analyst) as the return,  the reincarnat ion,  o f  some impor tan t  
figure out  of his chi ldhood  or past, and consequent ly  transfers on 
to him feelings and  reactions which undoub ted ly  appl ied to this 
prototype.
—  Freud, A n O utline of Psychoanalysis, 1940
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Theor ies  on t ransference shou ld  include a considerat ion ol  objects 
as well as people; objects includ ing spoken words,  wri t ten sym ­
bols, models  and  diagrams,  a r i thmeti c  procedures,  a nd  s t ructures .  
—  Van den Brink, Transference oj Objects, 1987
Axiom:
U*
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[Army issue canteen]
Proof:
If you have made  these images, then you m igh t  rem em ber  that  
this was a game we used to play.
If you rem em ber  the game,  then you migh t  know that  birch 
bark always makes the best pa t tern.
If you know the pat tern of birch bark,  then  when  you close 
your  eyes, you might  still see birch leaves falling to the 
g round  like gold coins.
If you can see the leaves, then i t’s possible tha t  you can smell 
them, too, and you are home.
Traveling east, there are seven countr ies ,  an ocean, and  a sea be­
tween us. The re  are m o u n ta in  ranges: the Rockies, the Smokies ,  the 
Atl as, the Aqaba, and  the Zagros.  And  major  rivers: the Mississippi,  
the Euphrates ,  the Tigris, and the He lm and .  T h e r e  are more  than 
twelve thousand  miles.
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W h a t  else can  he q u a n t i f i e d  a b o u t  this  d is tance?  T h e r e  are a f ini te 
n u m b e r  o f  fa rm s  f rom here  to  there .  I here are a ce r ta in  n u m b e r  of 
tire swings ,  dec en t  s w i m m i n g  holes,  d i s m a n t l e d  br idges .  W e cou ld  
c o u n t  the  n u m b e r  o f  d a u g h te r s  w h o  live be tw e e n  here  a n d  there ,  
the  n u m b e r  o f  b ro the r s ,  the i r  h o m es ,  silos,  gra ins  of sand ,  sea u r ­
chins ,  sharks,  waves,  trees,  d u n es ,  mirages ,  guns .
Between y o u r  first a n d  secon d d e p l o y m e n t s ,  you b ro k e  d o w n  on 
m y  co u ch .  I was h o m e  b e tw een  fights,  too.  Jus t  st rikes  t h o u g h ,  o r ­
gan iz i ng  c a m p a ig n s .  W e set up  a cr ib  for y o u r  baby  d a u g h t e r  in the  
living ro o m .  She was final ly s l eeping  th r o u g h  the  n ight .  O u r  p lan  
was to h ike  in the  m o u n t a i n s  a r o u n d  T u cso n ,  to relax in the  b a c k ­
yard,  to d r i n k  a lo t  of beer,  to sleep. I was careful  n o t  to ask you 
too m u c h .  Ex cu s ing  myself of th e  fear of h av ing  to k n o w  by te l l ing  
m yse l f  th a t  you w o u l d n ’t w a n t  to say. I p u t  on  The C u r e  because  
we used to  l isten to t h e m  o n  the  way to school .  You sm ile d  first,
' a n d  th e n  s u d d e n ly  you  were so b b in g .  Your h u g e  sho u ld e r s  sh o o k  in 
m y a r m s  unt i l  y o u r  nose s t a r t ed  to bleed.  I hen you got  up  quickly,  
w iped  y o u r  face, an d  it was over.
Between y o u r  s eco n d  a n d  th i rd  d ep l o y m e n t s ,  we ta lked o n  S u n ­
days.  You had a ro u t in e ;  you called w h e n  you had jus t r e tu r n e d  
f rom a walk  wi th  y o u r  d au g h te r s ,  af ter  yo u  had w o r k e d  in the  yard,  
af ter  y o u r  family  had ea ten  a lu n c h  of h a l f  san d w ich es  a n d  carrots,  
a f ter  you had  cu t  yo u r  hair.
You used to have a b l o n d  s t reak in y o u r  hai r  on  the  back of y o u r  
head,  a n d  we teased you a b o u t  it - th a t  you were g o in g  gray at 
seven,  at n ine ,  at fou r te en .  But  w i th  y o u r  hai r  c l ipped  so close to 
yo u r  head,  the  s t reak has b e c o m e  invisible.  W h a t  has b e c o m e  vis­
ible in its place is the  d e n t  on  the  c r o w n  o f  y o u r  head.  W h e n  you 
were n ine ,  you di d  a backf l ip  o f f  th e  side o f  the  Pem bervi l l e  pu b l i c  
pool .  You l anded  o n  the  c e m e n t  ins tead o f  in the  water.  Your  b lo o d  
bi l lowed o u t  in to  the  b lue  like a t h u n d e r h e a d .
Pitkin
Predicate Calculus: An axiomated form  of predicate logic in which 
formulas contain variables which can be quantified. Two common 
quantifiers are the existential 3 ("there exists") and  universal V ( f o r  
all") quantifiers. (Boole)
Axiom:
I remember the rush o f  seeing the bellies o f  war planes fly across 
the theater  screen. T h e  newsreels du r in g  W W I I  did no th ing  if not  
train the young to be excited by fatal s ituat ions.
- N. Scot t  Momaday,  The Names: A M emoir, 1976
Axiom:
[bullet]
Proof:
II you are enamored  by the tools o f  war, then you have lost 
hold of my brother .
If you are not  my brother,  then this remember ing  means nothing.
If r emember ing means noth ing ,  then we are unm oored ,  adrift.
If we have come loose in this way, then there is a lready no way back.
or (p roof  as prayer)
11 you made the image of this bullet,  then the bul let  is dist inct 
from your  hand.
If it is not  your  hand,  then the boo t  is not  your  foot.
If the boot  is not  your  foot, then your  body is still somehow 
separate f rom at least these implements  o f  war.
Pitkin
If  y o u r  b o d v  is still separa te ,  th en  i t ’s poss ible th a t  the  w ar  itself
has n o t  seeped th r o u g h  y o u r  skin.
O u r  fa the r  says th a t  he r e m e m b e r s  the  newsreels tha t  p layed in 
town d u r i n g  the  Korean war.  H e  r e m e m b e r s  hoys  r u n n i n g  a r o u n d  
the yard  at schoo l  w i th  the i r  a rms  o u t s t r e t c h e d  as t h o u g h  they  were 
flying planes .  H e  r e m e m b e r s  the  s o u n d  o f  p r e te n d  gunf i re .  H e  says 
tha t  he prayed he  w o u ld  never  have to go to war.
But twelve years later, he got  o u t  o f  bed in the  m id d le  
o f  the  n ight .  H e  w e n t  in to  his y o u n g e r  sisters’ ro o m  an d  quie t ly  
loo ted  th e i r  drawers ,  s tu f f ing  the  smal l ch a n g e  each o f  t h e m  had 
m an ag e d  to save in to  a sock.  H e  wa lked o u t  the  hack door ,  got  in to  
his car, a n d  dro ve  away.
H e  left because  he had  to. O r  this is w h a t  he  says.
H e  was still s eventeen w h e n  he ar r ived in San Diego,  so he 
lied on  th e  ap p l i ca t i o n .  T h r e e  weeks  later, in Apri l  o f  1961,  he  was 
on  a Na vy  sh ip  o f f  the  coas t  o f  C u b a .
I l iked s h o o t i n g  g u n s  m o r e  t h an  you did .  You were  shy a b o u t  the  
s u d d en n e s s  o f  s o u n d  a n d  never  q u i t e  ready for the  k ickback.  You 
w o u ld  even pass the  BB g u n  hack to m e  w i t h o u t  t a k in g  a t u rn .  I 
l iked the  loud  p o p p i n g  s o u n d  the  BBs m a d e  in the  c h a m b e r .  I 
l iked h o w  it felt to ho ld  m y  b re a th  before  p u l l in g  the  trigger.
You left because  y o u  h a d  to. O r  this is w h a t  you say. Your  h an d s  
then  were  rou gh  a n d  cal loused  f r om  too  m a n y  years o f  w o r k i n g  
w i th  b r i ck  a n d  m or ta r .  I p i c tu re  you h o l d i n g  a beer  in y o u r  left 
h a n d  an d  the  p h o n e  receiver in y o u r  r ight  the  last t im e  we ta lked 
before  you enl is ted .  You w a n te d  to go hack to schoo l  h u t  d i d n t  
have the  money.  Your voice cr acked a n d  th en  you go t  quie t .  I k n ew  
w h a t  it was tha t  yo u  w e r e n ’t saying.  A week later, you called f rom 
h o o t  c a m p ,  y o u r  voice a l r eady hoarse .  Already too  qu i ck  to r e spond  
to  m y  qu es t ions .  Already ch an g ed .
Pitkin
L A U R A  D O N N E L L Y
T O  F A N N Y  M E N D E L S S O H N
In the low egg yolk m orn ing  she is t rying 
to dissolve the barlines,
mathematica l  placements  
with which she is told she lives
too m uch  in her m ind .  She wants  this 
to feel like song, possibi li ty become
effortless. A field.
I he rob in ’s chitter.
But each m orn ing  the family’s p iano-for te  
slides fur ther  ou t  o f  tune  
(she hears it).
Each m orn ing  in the picture  w indow  the rhy thm  o f
pract ice -room, s t rangle-hold.
(But  no— was that  me? W h a t  she feels,
how to say?) I imagine 
an opaque  window, sunl ight
th rough  waxy paper. Som eone  says these dis t inct ions  
dissolve, bu t  I ’m not  so sure.
•  •  •
Her bro ther  visits f rom Vienna.  She paints  watercolors .  
Pale spr ing hills, the lake valley, 
beside her the water  jar 
c louds over blue, aqua,  gold,  the brush shaken clean
between colors. It is no t  a bad life.
Her  b ro the r ’s Songs W ithout Words,
o f  which m any  are hers, 
are publ ishable  with his name.
Que e n  \  ictor ias  favorite, Italy, is Fanny’s own.
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She gives co n c e r t s  at h o m e ,
notes  e c h o in g  over  m a rb l e  like 
neat,  heeled  foot s t eps  I hear  t h r o u g h  my col lege’s co rr idor s .
•  •  •
So m a n y  wri ter s  o n  hands:  H er sm all neat hands.
H er w h ite  hands.
H er m arble hands. He fe ll oa t of love 
because her hands appeared larger (no  lie).
I ’m b e g i n n i n g  to  t h i n k  the  m ech a n ic s  
mean  litt le.  I sit in the  heat  o f  Augu s t
w a tc h in g  h o w  h an d s  work.
Science  o f  the  smalles t  jo in ts
that  d o  or  d o  not  d o  my b i d d i n g  by rote.  In the  en d  
it on ly  wo rks  w h e n  you learn to forget.
•  •  •
A n d  w h a t  i f no t  r e m e m b e r e d ,  n o t  w r i t t e n ,  n o t  g ra p h ed  
on  the  m us ic  s t a f f ’s bars like those  leaps once  
c h a r t i n g  m y  o w n  h e a r t ’s beat:1 (Even 
as a chi ld  I k n ew  s o m e t h i n g  was w r o n g ,  ly ing on the  bed
whi le  the  P1KG jolted  off 
r h y t h m ,  o f f  kilter,  w h a t  kep t  m e on  edge— )
W h a t  if in sleep,  in first w ak in g ,  
in those  colors  o f  the  w a te r  jar b lu rr ed ,
t h e  lake’s d e p t h s  an d  m u r m u r s ,  
its b lue  eye m er g in g
tow ards  grey still swi r l ing  
a r o u n d  the  b ru s h  brist les  1 shake? W h a t  if, so w orr i ed
( then )  to get  it r ight,  
scale af ter skel e ton  scale an d  so far f rom the  flesh
o f  the  p iece— I on ly  begin  
to k n o w  w h a t  it was I h e a rd —
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S A R A  R E N E E  M A R S H A L L
f r o m  T h e  l a n d s c a p e s
W E R E  I N MY  A R M S
I
W e re  outs ide for this image, hugg ing  the hedge— the only  green 
known to duskl ight .  It ’s nei ther  a qu ick  dissolut ion  nor  negligible 
mist when our  pictures  echo in, echo out :  a vague house,  a cradle 
t r im m ed  in signal static.  W e’re s tand ing  a m o n g  a d iaphanous  r a m ­
part  draped  indifferent ly  over horizon.  Here, after  w e’ve weighed 
always and often like decept ively s imilar  river rocks in o u r  palms, 
discarding the l ighter  one.
II
I speak hym n,  and  outs ide  the music  to uched  water  rings, like a 
river birch, you th ink  yoursel f  a bold bui lding.  Th is  could  be called 
the right to crene l la t ion ,’— that  shallow, cycloptic glance,  how you 
speak yourself  no closer than a stranger,  or  like an in fa n t ’s u n i n ­
flected babble when  they’ve just been fed.
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Ill
You i m ag in e  a bs t r a c t i o n s  to be free of figures,  b u t  w h a t  is the  green 
t h i n n i n g  to a halo  if not  b i r t h?  M i d n i g h t  wa te r  b l a ther s  on  the  
causeway;  tw o  bod ies ,  c o n f u s in g  the i r  d i f ference ,  s p a w n  the  o ran g e  
o f  sunl i t  organs .  A field of leak ing co lo r  is as naive as b lood  paled  
by mi lk ,  as th e  b e n t  f igure ,  t u r n i n g  figure,  ba re -b re as ted  f igure re­
s is t ing  a s i t t i n g  po r t ra i t .
IV
W h e n  the  eye is first  b o m b a r d e d ,  h o w  m i g h t  we d e l im i t  o u r  t ro pe  
to an elec t ric field. Take,  for  ins t ance ,  an y  l an dsca pe or  bo tan ica l  
v i s i ta t ion  in a d re am :  ho v e r in g  ice, a c a n o p y  of b lo o d  or anges  as­
ce n d in g ,  or  the  c a n y o n ’s desc r ip t ive  u n i o n  w i th  a gash in the  skin.  
A layer o f  m i n t  on  m a g e n t a  u p e n d s  Eas te r ’s sh iny  c o m m e r c e  for an 
o p e n  c u r t a in ,  v io le t ’s l i b id in o u s  invi ta t ion .
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M A T T  V A L E N T I N E
T H E  H I N D U  S H U F F L E
W i t h  a p a p e r  n a p k i n ,  H o w a r d  wipes  coffee  r ings  a n d  s u g a r  f r o m  
the  t ab le top .  I his was o n e  of G a r y ’s favor i te s , ’ he  says.
He folds a f ive-dol la r  bill in hal f l e n g th w ise ,  creases  it, a n d  
sets it o n  the  table.  H e  scoo ts  m y  glass o f  iced tea as ide  to give m e  a 
b e t t e r  view. His  f ingers,  h o o k e d  l ike ta lons ,  c lu t c h  th e  ai r  above  the  
bill in an  a f fe c ta t i on  o f  in t en se  ef fort .  Slowly,  th e  fo lded  bill beg ins  
to levi tate.
I c a n ’t see the  f ine t h rea d  th a t  lifts it f r o m  th e  table.  M a y ­
be the re  is no  t h r e a d — m a y b e  the re  is a m a g n e t .  O r  a w eak  field 
of s ta t ic  e lec tr ici ty,  m a n i p u l a t e d  s o m e h o w  by th e  o ld  m ag ic ian .  I 
d o n t  k n o w  h o w  the  t r ick  w ork s ,  b u t  I k n o w  t h a t  t h e re  is a t r ick,  
a n d  I a m  u n i m p r e s s e d .
A ch i ld  of t h re e  o r  f o u r  w a tc h es  us f ro m  th e  a d j a c e n t  
b o o t h .  H e  g n aw s  a b s e n t ly  on  the  vinyl  u p h o l s t e ry ,  b u t  his eyes are 
t rans f ix ed  by the  cash f loa t ing  in midai r .  H o w a r d  b r i ngs  his h a n d s  
togethe r ,  c r u s h i n g  th e  bill,  t h e n  sp re ads  his f ingers  to s h o w  t h a t  it 
has vani shed.  H e  lifts his gray b u s h y  eyebrows .  “T h a t ’s a f ive-dol la r  
t r ick ,  he  says. W a n t  to see a t e n - d o l l a r  t r i ck ? ’’
“S u re , ” I say.
“G ive  m e  a t e n -d o l l a r  b i l l .”
H e  folds m y  bill m e t i c u l o u s l y  t h re e  t imes ,  t h e n  p u t s  it in 
Ins breas t  p o c k e t  a n d  pats  it gent ly.  “ T h a t  was a t e n - d o l l a r  t r ick.  
W a n t  to  see a tw e n t y - d o l l a r  t r i ck?”
I f rown at  h im  a d m o n i s h i n g ly ,  b u t  he d o e s n ’t of fer  to re­
tu r n  m y  money.  F ro m  o u r  sea t  nea r  th e  w i n d o w  in t h e  coffee  s h o p ,
I can see the  I r i b u n e  B u i ld i n g  across  the  s t ree t .  T h e  o w n e r s  will  be 
c o m i n g  to t h e  s t a f f  m e e t i n g  today.  I am  inel ig ib le  for  th e  b u y o u t ,  
n i t  1 m c u r io u s  a b o u t  w h o  will take  th e  m o n e y  a n d  v o l u n t e e r  to 
leave. I ’d  like to see th a t  p r i ck  W a ld o  Liu pac k  his s p a l t e d  m a p l e  
desk,  b u t  I k n o w  h e ’ll s t ick  a r o u n d ,  c h a s in g  th e  P ul i t ze r  t h a t  has 
evaded  h i m ,  unfa ir ly,  for  decades .
Liu c o u l d  leave rhe  p a p e r  a n d  go d i r ec t ly  to a t e n u r e d  
t e a c h in g  p o s i t i o n  a t  S t a n f o r d  o r  C o l u m b i a  o r  Texas.  B u t  h e ’ll stay. 
N e x t  week,  h e  II f in ish his series a b o u t  the  f o u r  p r i s o n  i n m a t e s — all
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lifers— released by the state with apologies alter a class of eager law 
school s tudent s  dipped  into court  records and found glar ing evi­
dence that  the convicts had been rai lroaded by a racist prosecutor  
in a racist town with a racist judge. Seamlessly integrated into Lius  
professionally dispassionate prose, a nuanced,  subt ly persuasive lex­
icon reveals the reporter  as more than merely an observer. Liu isnt 
just recount ing  the s tory— hes  taken up a cause. And by reading 
his articles, the reader, too,  shares a solidari ty with these unassum- 
' ing young  people,  these conscient ious law students ,  these pi in-  
cipled twenty- two-year-old men  and w om en  with perfect teeth 
, and perfect tits and “promising futures,  smil ing in self-satisfaction 
in Tee-shirts and jeans, or  D U  sweatpants  and baseball caps, or 
blazers and ties, in a mult ie thn ic  huddle  in f ront  of an anachro ­
nistic blackboard in a big color pho tograph  on A l .  1 suspect that  
Liu is s leeping with one  or  more  of them, bu t  I m not  sure which.  
He  seems to me s imul taneously lascivious and ben ig n— the kind of 
person who wotdd  be an excellent family man ,  bu t  with more than 
one family.
“D u d e ’s got a pcrvy handshake," my girlfriend,  Bunny, 
said after she met  Liu at a cocktail  party. He smiled at me like he 
knows what  kind of panties  1 m wearing.
T h e  class o f  law school  heroes is Liu’s latest, gushy, conse­
quen tia l story. My story is abou t  this t u rd — a septuagenarian who 
has just conned  me ou t  of ten dollars. 1 crunch  the last ice f rom my 
tea. “ Ready?”
How ard  drives a white,  late 90s C row n  Victor ia  with black 
fenders and a push bumper .  It looks like a police cruiser, which is
wha t  it used to be.
“ I bough t  it f rom the university auct ion,  he tells me. I he 
campus  cops retire these things when  they hit 200- thousand  miles, 
even if there’s, no th ing  wrong  with them .” He coasts a long 1-25, 
only tapping  the accelerator occasional ly as the cruiser loses m o ­
m en tum .  Ahead of him,  cars do ing  sixty slow to fifty-five. I he
highway seems calmed.
He hasn't shaved in a day or two, and his un t ied bowtie  
and u n b u t to n e d  shirt  collar make him look like the grandfa ther  of 
a br ide,  disheveled after a long night  at the reception. He  is thin.
Valentine
Loose skin hangs below his chin and in concentr ic  crescents under  
his eyes. His long ears have been s t re tched by gravity, and the lobes 
dangle like earrings.
“ I d o n ’t usually do kiddie shows,” he says. “ I'm only doing 
this one because they really wanted  me— they said they w ou ldn ’t 
take no for an answer.”
He looks at me to confirm that I have understood.
“Kids just want  to figure out  the t rick,” he says. “T h e y ’ll 
rush up and grab your  stuff, try to see how it works. T h e y ’ll break 
it. They d o n ’t know how to just enjoy the show. Kids’ shows are 
terrible. Universally terrible.” Reconsidering,  he corrects himself. 
“ This one will be good,  though.  1 brought  some special things. 
Some classic i llusions.”
I his sort  of f luff story is all I’m trusted with,  now that 
I’ve been banished from features and en te r ta inm en t  reviews. In the 
whole country,  I am the only critic at a major newspaper to have 
said anyth ing positive abou t  Evil Mummies II. I gave the movie 
a C+, but  the D V D  box cover now boasts, “ in the t radi t ion o f  
Cleopatra and The Ten Commandments, Evil Mummies II  capi ta l­
izes on a romant ic  fantasy o f  O ld  Testament  Egypt. — Denver 
Tribune.”
Howard isn’t the pr imary  subject  o f  my article. I ’m spend ­
ing the day with him to get his stories about  his late partner,  Gary 
Mart inez (“ I he Great Kel-Mec”). How ard  and Gary  had a casino 
show together in Vegas for a decade. T hey  split up when PBS of­
fered Gary a hosting gig for an after-school show about  science and 
pseudoscience. He debunked  quacks and psychics by dup l icat ing 
their seemingly supernatural  feats and then revealing the tricks he’d 
used to create the illusion. A group  of magicians at tacked him for 
spilling secrets of the trade. T hey  banned  him from several societ­
ies and filed a class action lawsuit. He filed his own countersui t ,  
c laiming some of his critics had harassed him with racial epi thets 
and threats of violence. Mort i fied by the controversy, the network 
cancelled his show.
“W hen  you and Gary got  back together, what  kind o f  ven­
ues did you work? Private parties?”
“ Trade shows. Bir thday shows. We did the governor’s
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bi r thday.  W c d id  a m o b s t e r ’s b i r t h d a y  once .  Big fat Ital ian guy. H e  
said he  cou ld  m ak e  us d i sappea r . ’
“Jeez, I say.
“W h e n  we get there ,  H o w a r d  says, “We be t t e r  tell t h e m  
y o u ’re m y  son.  T h e  p a ren t s  will get ne rvou s  if we tell t h e m  you re 
a repor ter .  If we tell t h e m  y o u ’re m y  ass is tant ,  they  11 t h i n k  w e r e  a 
co u p le  of queers .
The h o u se  is way o u t  in Cas t l e  Pines .  I t ’s a new c o n s t r u c ­
t ion  b e h e m o t h  wi th  th ree  levels of c o m p o s i t e  d e c k in g  w r a p p e d  
a r o u n d  the  back,  a n d  t en - fo o t  tall w in d o w s  wi th  a view of  the  
Rockies .  A twelve- or  t h i r t een - y ea r -o ld  girl runs  across the  yard  
a n d  past  o u r  car, p u r s u e d  by a boy s h o o t i n g  video of h e r  wi th  a 
cell p h o n e .  She s tops  sh o r t ,  m o m e n t a r i l y  co n fused  by the  ersa tz  
pol ice cruiser,  an d  wh i le  she gr ins  at us, em b ar ras sed ,  the  boy 
grabs her  by the  wais t ,  f l ings her  over  his shou lder ,  a n d  carries  her  
back  to the  party.  She flails her  a rms  a n d  legs, squea l ing  gleefully.
“ H e re  wc go ,” H o w a r d  sighs. “ Rich lit t le shi t  p u n k s . ”
R o u n d  b a n q u e t  tables w i th  cen te rp ieces  of cu t  flowers 
have been  a r r ange d  in a U - s h a p e  in the  lawn a r o u n d  a smal l stage. 
Yellow ba l loons ,  each p r in t ed  wi th  the  n a m e  of a d i f fe ren t  chi ld ,  
are t ied to the  back of every  ch a i r  in lieu of a place card.  A D J  in a 
si lver zoot  sui t  b o b s  en thus ias t i ca l ly  to the  be a t  of re sam pled  pop.  
I g n o r in g  the  ass igned seating,  the  for ty  o r  fifty kids in a t t e n d a n c e  
have c lus tered  at th e  d i s t a n t  co r n e r  o f  the  p roper ty ,  away f rom  the  
d e c o ra t io n s  a n d  mus ic .  I here  are no paren ts .
I he lp  mysel f to a t u m b l e r  o f  l e m o n a d e  f rom the  buffe t  
whi le  H o w a r d  sets u p  his props .  F rom the  t r u n k  of the  C r o w n  
Victor ia ,  he  u n lo a d s  tw o  c a r d b o a r d  boxes  ove r f l ow ing  w i th  silks 
an d  fea thers  an d  po l i shed  c h r o m e  spheres .  H e  digs t h r o u g h  these,  
lo o k in g  for s o m e t h i n g  tha t  he d o e s n ’t f ind .  S t e p p i n g  b e h i n d  a tree,  
he un zi ps  his p an t s  to t u c k  in his tu x ed o  shi rt .  H e  runs  a cordless 
e lec t ric razor over  his face.
A n c r v o u s - lo o k in g  w o m a n  in a b lack ski r t  asks m e  h o w  
lo ng  unt i l  h e ’s ready. S h e ’s h o l d i n g  a c l i p b o a r d  a n d  a pen  a n d  has a 
cell p h o n e  o n  a lanyard  a r o u n d  her  neck.
“ Pret ty  soon ,  I t h i n k . ”
“ I ’m S te p h an ie ,  the  event  co o r d in a to r ,  she  says. “ I k n o w  I
Valentine
told him on the phone  that  this would be a par ty  for chi ldren eight  
to ten— the bi r thday boy is nine,  bu t  most  o f  the guests here are his 
b ro the r ’s classmates and  they’re older. So he migh t  need to— I don' t  
know— modify his act for an older audience.  Make  it h ipper .” 
“ Hipper ,” I say. “Okay. No  p rob lem .”
She waits for me to say s om e th ing  more, and  when I d o n ’t, 
she asks. “Are you. . .his  assistant?”
“ I'm his boyfr iend.”
“ Right ,” she says. She looks at her c l ipboard,  as if there 
might  be a note  there abou t  the magician’s com pan ion .  “Will you 
need a plate for d inner?”
I shake my head and wink at her. She pauses, confused,  
and then gives me a professional  smile.
H ow ard  joins us. He  has som ehow  t rans formed  himself  
f rom a tot t er ing old bum  into a foppish gent leman.  His beaver top 
hat  glints blue in the fading sunlight .  “A rose for the lady,” he says, 
affecting a mid-Atlant ic  accent . He  brushes the t ip o f  his magic 
wand across St ephan ie’s silk lapel and  a blossom o f  dyed-red feath­
ers appears there. He  bows deeply at the waist.
“O h ! ” Stephanie  chortles  politely. “ H ow  lovely.” She pokes 
at the fake flower. “ How is t h i s . . .a ttached? Is this a fishhook? How 
do I get this off?”
“You may keep your  rose— a token of my apprec ia t ion ,” 
Howard  says magnanimously.
For a m o m e n t ,  Stephan ie  seems abou t  to lose her temper.  
Exasperated,  she says “we really need to s tart  the show soon.  I was 
explaining to your  f riend that  the boys and  girls in a t t endance  are 
somewhat  older than I had expected.  Will  that  be a p rob lem ?”
“ I he s i tuat ion is completely under my control.” He  says, as 
if implant ing a hypno t ic  suggest ion.
“W onder fu l , ” she says. “ I’ll ask the I)J to a n n o u n c e  you
now.”
I take a seat at an e m p ty  table as the L)J fades up the them e 
music from Rocky.
Ladies and Gen t lem en ,  boys and  girls! We are in the pres­
ence of an extraordinary guest! Impervious  to fire and invulnerable  
to bullets, with hands  faster than  h u m a n  vision! Possibly immortal!
Valentine
A direct descendant  o f— ” Here the I)J pauses, s t ruggl ing with p ro ­
nunciat ion ,  “ Virgilius the  Sorcerer! H e ’s performed in New York, 
Las Vegas, and Paris, France! H e ’s perfo rmed for European royalty! 
The  one! T h e  only! Howard the M agnificent!”
Howard  steps on to  the stage, his giant  cape bi llowing 
loudly over a smatte r ing o f  applause.
“Watch!” he c om m ands .  W i th  t h u m b  and index finger, 
he plucks an invisible hair f rom his own head,  then pan to m im es  
s t re tching it into a long rope and tying it into a complex knot .  He 
twirls it like a lasso, then casts it high above his head. He tugs on 
? the  imaginary rope, as if he’s snagged a grappl ing hook to the ledge 
of a tall building.
“O h  my god lame, one  of the kids says.
He tugs again, and someth ing  seems to fall suddenly 
from the sky. Howard  catches it and holds  it cupped  in his gloved 
hands— a live dove. H e  reaches into his coat,  and in a m ovem ent  
too fast to see, he produces an impossibly large brass birdcage. He 
places the dove gently inside.
“ Holy  shi t ,” one  o f  the kids says. “T h a t ’s effing sick.” They 
are s toned and giggling, but  they watch Howard  with rapt  a t t en ­
tion.
“Watch'.” Howard  thunders .  “Watch. W atch .” H e  points  to 
his wristwatch and  whispers,  “watch.” He  unbuckles  the wristwatch 
and lays it on a small table. He covers the watch with a han d k e r ­
chief. He  removes his top  hat,  reaches into it, and produces a small 
hammer,  with which he pulverizes the watch. Reaching again into 
the hat,  he retrieves a tum ble r  filled with water— he spills a little to 
show us it’s real. He  brushes the broken bits into the tum b le r  and 
swirls the cloudy cocktail .  We can sec the shiny scraps of gold and 
we can almost hear the t inkl ing o f  the crystal shards. He throw's his 
head back and gulps it all down.
“ Fake,” one  o f  the kids says. “T h a t ’s so fake.”
1 loward swallows dramatical ly,  his A dam ’s apple  bobbing.  
He  contor t s  his body like a belly dancer,  then  opens his mouth .  
He reaches in with t h u m b  and forefinger, and slowly pulls out  his 
wristwatch,  intact  a n d — he holds  it to his ear to c onf i rm — still 
t icking.
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r h e  show declines. His card trick is too complex to u n ­
derstand— at the conclusion,  he produces a King o f  D iam onds  
that  has some significance I’ve missed. Kids begin text ing on their 
cell phones, and gradual ly they wander  away or talk to each o ther  
over H ow a rd ’s patter.  T h e  show ends when Howard  throws several 
props into his hat, waves a wand  over it, and  then turns  it upside 
down to demonst rate  that  everything has disappeared.  He bows to 
the few people remaining in the audience, then bows to his bird. 
He picks up the birdcage, which disappears with a clat ter and  a 
puff of smoke between his hands.  I clap for him,  enthusiastically, 
and a few of the kids join me in applause.
While  we re loading his gear into the t runk ,  Stephanie  tells 
us how much she enjoyed the show. The re  is a small ragged hole in 
her lapel.
“You k now where to send the invoice?” she says, hand in g  
me a business card.
7  thought— ” Howard  begins. “ I though t  you would pay 
me today.”
“We pay net thirty,” Stephanie  says.
I hand Howard  the card.
“We pay within thir ty  days of receiving an invoice,” she 
explains.
“ I see,” Howard  says. “No prob lem.” He  smiles at me like a 
priest at a funeral,  then slaps the roo f  o f  the car. “ Let’s get lunch!” 
he says with exaggerated enthusiasm.
At McGil l s  bar, Howard  parks in a hand ic apped  space and fumbles  
in his door  pocket for the blue mirror  hanger.
“Arthritis,  he says.
1 look at the sun,  still blazing in the West. “ It’s okay to 
leave your  bird in the car?” I say. “ In this heat?”
How ard  reaches into his coat. “ He w on’t m in d ,” he says, 
tossing the tiny collapsed birdcage into my lap. Feathers and gore 
poke out  between the bars. How ard  touches a finger to his lips in a 
gesture of secrecy. “Tricks o f  the t rade.”
McGill  s is dead empty  at 5 p .m. ,  with only one other  pa­
t ron, inert at the bar. T h e  whole place is paneled in dark wood,
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with dull brass accents and dim sconces in each boo th  along the 
wall. I ’ve dr iven past the bar for years bu t  this is my first t ime 
inside. I’m surprised they have a ki tchen and table service. 1 he 
waitress br ings Howard  a baroque cocktai l— his usual, evidently.
“ I'll have the senior  special,’ How ard  says. “C h o p p e d
steak.’
“And for your  f r iend '  1 he waitress asks.
“T h e  same, I say.
“A full portion?
“You can charge me full price.’
Howard  sips his dr ink,  which is the color  o f  bu t terscotch 
and garnished with a skewer of tropical fruit.  W ha t  did you th ink  
o f  the show?” he asks. “ I pu t  a couple  o f  special things in there for 
you— stuff I used to do at the Sands.
“You were great,” I say. “T h e  th ing  with the watch was great .”
“W h e n  we did that  in Vegas, I would  ask somebody  in the 
audience to let me bor row their watch.  1 hen Cary  would  smash it 
while I was explaining the setup for the trick, and 1 d pretend to be 
mor t i f ied— not yet Gary! I haven't swapped it yet! O f  course every­
th ing  w ou ld work ou t  fine and the guy would get his watch back.
“So you were Abbot  and Gary  was Costello?
“ I was the s traight  m an ,” How ard  says. “I did all the ta lk­
ing. 1 was the brains o f  the operat ion.  He smiles broadly, revealing 
a partial den tu re  s tuck like white  candy between his yellow teeth. 
“Gary grew up in Colo rado ,  bu t  he was born in Monterey.  His par­
ents spoke Spanish at home.  Gary was always afraid that  he'd say 
someth ing  that  sounded  a little too Spanish.
“ He  d id n ’t w'ant people to know he was Hispanic?
“H e  wasn’t dark. He  had a little color. Sometimes  we would 
say he was a gypsy. People liked tha t— gypsies are supposed to be 
good at magic and curses and m ind  reading. But  who  ever heard of 
a Mexican magician?”
In my web search on Gary  Mart inez,  1 d found some scans 
o f  the oldest posters f rom the Vegas years: Tommy's Steakhouse at 
A id e r ’s Casino, fea tu rin g  tahleside psychic tricks by the devilish duo , 
Howdeeni a n d  Kel-Mec! D iscoun t ing  the yellowing paper, G a r y s  
complexion in the il lustrat ion was as pale as his tuxedo shirt.  He
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wore a thick Teutonic m us tache  and  c om be d  his hair  s t ra ight  back 
to emphasize a sharp w id o w ’s peak.
"My g r a n d m o t h e r  says my beard makes me look Arab,” I 
say. She wants  me to get rid of it so 1 d o n t  look like a terrorist .  1 
told her i ts  not  the beard that  makes me look Arab. I t’s the genes I 
inheri ted from her. Nhes o n e -h u n d r e d -p e r c e n t  Lebanese.
’fou re half Arab?” H ow a rd  asks, incredulous.
“A quarte r .”
H ow a rd  scrut inizes me, dec id ing  w he the r  or  no t  he be­
lieves this genealogy. “ I like the beard.  W h a t  do  the ladies th ink?”
"M y girl fr iend thinks it makes me look Jewish .”
"So why don ' t  you shave?”
No t h a t s  a good thing.  B u n n y  says t h a t ’s why she went  
ou t  with me in the first place.”
I h a t s  what  turns  her on? H ow  long have you been seeing 
this girl?” 5
« T  »I wo years.
How ard  shakes his head and  shrugs.
I try to segue back to the interview. “ It m us t  have been a 
big deal to split  up the act with Ciary. After  sixteen years together .”
“W h a t  do you m ean?”
“ I mean,  you m us t  have been close,” I say.
Som eth ing  abou t  H ow ard  changes,  just  at this m o m e n t .  
His m ood  sours. W h a t  k ind  of ques t ion is that? Is that  w ha t  y o u ’re 
going to write  in your  newspaper  story? 'They were close?  C o m e  
on. He regards me c o n te m p tu o u s ly  while the waitress sets ou t  our  
meals. 1 devote  my a t t en t ion  to the food for several long seconds.
VC hen he can see that  I m no t  go ing to defend or  ret ract  my 
quest ion,  How ard  says, “ Eventual it ies  precip i ta te .” He  saws o f f  a 
big bite of steak and  slathers it with  mashed  potatoes .  “T h a t  means 
'shit h a p p e n s . ’” He  con t inues  ta lking with his m o u th  full. “H e  got  
his show. I hen he got  marr ied.
At the m en t ion  of marr iage my m ind  skips to a lurid vision 
of Bunny. A few nights earlier, she had c o m m a n d e d  me to sit on 
the bed while she di sappeared into the closet with a s h opp ing  bag. 
f r o m  behind  the closed door ,  she prat t led o f f  the details o f  a plan 
s h e d  ha tched  for our  future:  I would  a b a n d o n  my failing career
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in journalism and apply to law school. It would be okay lor us to 
marry, she said, before I f inished my JD ,  bu t  w e d  wait to start a 
family unt i l  I had secured a posit ion at a f i rm— preferably in the 
south,  because she d i d n t  like winter  w'eather. She said shed  help 
me s tudy for the LSAI,  and reward good scores on pract ice tests 
with blowjobs.  She s tepped  out  o f  the closet wearing no th ing  but  
white  garters and s tockings,  white  heels and a bridal veil. Spec­
tacular blow jobs, she said. “Let me demons tra te .
I d o n ’t love Bunny. 1 don' t  like that she leaves her mar i ­
juana in my freezer; 1 don' t  like that  men s top her on the street or 
in the grocery store or in lobbies or  parking lots or  on the bus to 
ask how she’s been, and to suggest, affably, that  they should catch 
up soon.  Mostly, though,  what  1 feel toward Bunny is a dull resent­
ment ,  because she's cheerful  most o f  the t ime wi thou t  any reason 
or  right to be so happy. I had been happy  earlier in life— justifiably 
happy— but the circumstances o f  that  happiness had seemed,  for a 
long t ime now, irretrievable. I c anno t  imagine myself as a lawyer. 
But  Bunny's plan,  in comparison  to my own unart iculated plan 
(which is to con t inue  wr i t ing for the Iribune unt il  I am laid off or 
the paper  is shut tered)  seems the more p ruden t  opt ion .  1 hat  night  
1 lifted her veil and kissed her deeply as 1 pul led her on to  the bed.
I watch How ard  eat for several minu tes ,  fascinated by 
the mess lies making  on the table. “W h a t  were you up to '  I ask. 
“Whi le  G a ry ’s show was on the air? W h a t  did you do?”
“ 1 did our  act,” Howard  says. “Solo.”
“Where? In Vegas?
“ Here,” he says. “ I came home.  M othe r  was sick.'
Howard  gestures with his em pty  glass to the waitress across 
the room. 1 m dry, he says. You should have one, too.
“ I guess I was confused about  that . It’s not  a big deal. But  
you were both in Vegas, and then  he got the 1 V show, which filmed 
in Denver.  So he moved out  here. And  then you moved ou t  here, 
too.
“ I’m from  Denver ,” How ard  says, a little sharply. “Th is  is
my hom etown.
T h e  waitress arrives with the dr ink  and leans over me to 
reach across the large table. Her  cleavage presses pleasantly against
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my shoulder for a moment while she sets the fresh cocktail on a 
napkin and collects the empty  glass and empty  plates.
“You want one? Howard asks.
“W hat  is it?”
“Sprite and scotch with some sugar.”
We call it the Fabulous Howard,” the waitress offers.
“I’d better not ,” I say.
Did you know, miss,” Howard asks the waitress, “That  
this place has an infestation o f fleasV’
She takes a minute step backward, as if Howard himself  
might  be infested.
I hey re quite harmless, he says. “Domesticated.  I’ve 
been training them, in fact.”
He nods down at the tabletop and beckons with one hand.  
His other  hand,  I notice, is out  o f  sight under the table. The  salt- 
shaker wobbles, then haltingly advances toward him. “T hank  you,” 
he says to the invisible fleas. He holds up the saltshaker. “Table 
service. They  might  be after your job.”
I hewaitresssmilesobligingly.“Leavethemabigt ip,” shesays.
I catch Howard peeling the stick-on magnet  from the bo t­
tom of the saltshaker, but  I d o n t  say anything.  How would you 
describe your relationship with Gary?” I ask.
“We worked together a long t ime.”
“Did he talk to you about  the lawsuits?”
“No.”
Howard produces a deck of  cards and begins to shuffle 
them in elaborate cascades, riffling them on the table and between 
his hands.
How did he feel about  the show getting cancelled? Was he 
angry at the network?”
We d id n t  talk about  that .” He fans the cards face down 
on the table. “Pick one,” he says.
My cell phone chirps. I glance at the text from Bunny: 
Where the F  RLR I tap one o f  the cards with my finger and Howard 
flips it over. T he three o f  clubs.
I mean later, after you were partnered up again.”
We didn t talk about  it. Howard buries my card in the
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deck and shuffles, reshuffles. He  deals me one  card from the top o f  
the deck.  T h e  three o f  clubs. He  deals me a hand:  four  o f  clubs,  five 
o f  clubs,  six o f  clubs,  seven o f  clubs.
T h e  waitress br ings the check.  “Dessert:'  she asks.
“ 1 th ink  we're d o n e ,” I say, reaching for my wallet.
“ Perhaps you can make some change  for me,” How ard  
says. “ 1 have a h u n d red  dol lar  bill t h a t ’s been burning a hole in my 
pocket^  He  opens  his wallet, and foot-h igh flames j u m p  ou t  o f  it, 
capped  by one pu f f  o f  dark black smoke.
T h e  intense bleat ing o f  the fire a larm is so overw he lm ing  
that  1 can barely hear  the waitress shou t ing  and cursing as she steps 
over me on to  the uphols tered bench.  I t u rn  away from her  t ight  
gray skirt ,  which  is pressed into my shoulder .  She cl imbs on to  the 
table, shielding one ear with her free hand  and  waving her no tepad  
in f ront  o f  a spr inkler  head,  t rying to diss ipate  the smoke  that  has 
already cleared.
“C a n  1 help?” I shout .  “Should  we call somebody?
“ Just go,” she screams.
“T h a t ’s— I d o n ’t th ink  th a t ’s it!” I shou t  at her. “T h a t ’s not  
the smoke  detector!
She tries to twist the spr inkler  head like a faucet  knob.  
Instant ly there’s a deluge o f  high-pressure spray covering our  little 
corner  o f  the  restaurant.  H o w a r d ’s eyes are t ight ly closed and he is 
covering bo th  ears with his hands ,  his face in anguish.  He  snatches 
up his cards and  his wgllet as I usher him toward the exit.
S tand ing  in the park ing lot with a puddle  fo rm in g  a round  
us, I can te l l ' tha t  so m e th in g  is wrong  with him.  He  looks d i m i n ­
ished— physically smaller, like a wooly dog  after a bath.  I ask h im if 
he’s okay bu t  he doesn' t  make  eye con tac t  wi th  me. H e ’s shivering.
“Should I take you to the doctor? '  I say. “ Do you need an 
ambulance?
1 feel for the keys in his pocket ,  t ouch ing  him for the first 
t ime. T h e re  seems to be no body  beneath his jacket,  just wet  c lothes 
twisted a round  more wet  c lothes , like a wad of l aundry  from the 
washer. I help him into the passenger seat of the car.
“ D o  you want  to go to the hospital? I ask him.  I can hear  the 
siren o f  a fire t ruck approaching .  “ I th ink  we shou ld  get out  of here.
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Howard is still holding the trick wallet. He opens it, and 
I detect  a powerful whiff of kerosene. He examines the striker, the 
saturated wad of co t ton clipped to a metal shield inside the wallet. 
"Would you please take me home? he says finally. I watch in the 
rearview mirror  as the fire t ruck arrives at McGills.
A few blocks away, 1 ask him for directions.
“Get  on the highway,” he says.
“W h a t ’s your  address?”
W he n  he doesn’t respond,  1 glance at him and see his face 
turned  away, his forehead pressed into the window. His hands are 
balled into fists on his thighs.
“Are you okay?” 1 ask.
For several minutes  he says noth ing.  1 drive along at the 
same lugubrious pace he’d established earlier. “T h a t  was my favor­
ite res taurant ,” he says. “Now 1 can’t ever go back there.
“Yeah,” I say. “ I hat sucks.”
“ It’s your  fault,’ he says. “Do  you realize that? Th is  whole 
fucked up day star ted with you.”
O n e  of the things I learned at Northweste rn  is that  som e­
t imes i ts  better  to just let people talk, rather than to in te rrupt  with 
questions.  I fiddle with the air cond i t ion ing  vents and the cruise 
control  on the big sedan while Howard  berates me. For the first 
t ime 1 feel like 1 m hearing from the real person, rather than one of  
his affected personas. He tells me that  he knows I d o n ’t care abou t  
him,  that  I m only interested in Gary, and that  it was an insult 
to be interviewed only in that context . Gary  was his apprent ice;  
Howard was the master magician. He s h ou ldn ’t have to impress me. 
Gary had been no th ing  but  a busboy in a Vegas restaurant  when 
Fioward met  him. He was a skinny Mexican faggot washing dishes 
and sucking dicks for rent money,” How ard  says. “ I taught  him 
how to handle cards and coins. I taught  him the French Drop  and 
the H indu  Shuffle. I taught  him how to use a rubber.  And  when I 
got  a show— my show— at the Sands, I told them they had to put  
( iary on the playbill. Howard  taps his knuckle  on the window and 
points.  “ I his is our  exit.”
H ow ards  apartment  is on the “terrace level o f  a large 
complex populated most ly by co m m u n i ty  college s tudents .  I offer
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to help  h i m  carry  his boxes  of p ro ps  d o w n  the  stairs,  an d  he no ds  
sha rply  b u t  says n o th in g .
As soon  as he o p e n s  the  d o o r  to his a p a r t m e n t ,  an ac idic 
o d o r  rolls in to  the  hallway.  1 i m ag in e  a spi lled bo t t l e  of co logne  
s o m e w h e re ,  t u r n i n g  to vinegar .  H o w a r d  s lu m p s  in to  a yel low sofa, 
u n b a l a n c i n g  a tall s tack o f  p a p e r w o r k  th a t  col lapses  a n d  slides o n t o  
the  floor. W a te r  d r ip s  f rom the  cuffs of his tu x ed o  jacket ,  a n d  th in  
wisps  of we t  hai r  are p las tered  to his forehead.  His  ruff led sh i r t  is 
s a tu ra te d  a n d  nearly  t r a n s p a r e n t ,  reveal ing h i d d e n  pocke ts  a n d  the  
o u t l i n e  o f  a long sp r in g  across his chest .
“W h a t  a b i tch  of a day,’ he says. H e  fum bles  in his pocke t  
for a pi l lbox.  “G e t  m e a glass o f  water?
His  t iny  k i t c h e n  is bare ly  navigable .  T h e  d i sh w ash e r  an d  
oven d o o rs  are o p e n ,  a n d  s tacks of d i r t y  d ishes  cover  the  c o u n ­
ter tops .  T h e  c u p b o a r d s ,  also o p e n ,  are empty.  “W h e r e  are y o u r  
glasses?’ 1 say— lo u d ly — b u t  he d o e s n ’t re spond .  1 p ick  t h r o u g h  the  
d i r ty  coffee m u g s  a n d  f in d o n e  t h a t  looks  relatively clean.  O n e  side 
o f  t h e  s ink is full o f  gray water ,  a n d  the  o t h e r  is ove r f l owing  wi th  
d i r t y  d ishes .  1 d o n ’t see an y  sponges  or  d ish  soap or  scr ub b rushes ,  
so I r inse the  c u p  u n d e r  the  tap,  fill it, a n d  b r in g  it to h i m ,  on ly  
to f ind  h im  as leep o n  the  couch .  1 w a tc h  for a m o m e n t  to co n f i r m  
th a t  h e ’s b re a th in g ,  an d  th en  I call Bunny.
“T h e r e  yo u  are! she says, ch ipper .  “G uess  wha t?  I he d o c t o r  
said e v e ry th in g  ch e ck e d  o u t ,  so I 'm s t a r t i n g  h o r m o n e s  W e d n esd ay . ’
“T h a t ’s g o o d , ” I say.
“ I ’m g o n n a  get a b u t t l o a d  o f  m o n e y  w h e n  they  harves t  my  
eggs ,” she  says. “ 1 co u ld  b u y  a new  car. But  1 11 p r o b a b ly  p u t  m os t  
o f  it i n to  y o u r  t u i t i o n  so we d o n ’t have so m u c h  d e b t  w h e n  you 
finish law school .  I've got  to  b u y  s o m e t h i n g  for mysel f,  t h o u g h .  
S o m e t h i n g  gold ,  l ike m ay b e  a gold  necklace  o r — O h ! — A gold  toe  
ring! But  we sh o u ld  def in i t e ly  ce lebra te .  W h a t  d o  yo u  want?  Sushi? 
Shush i  a n d  shexy? If you w a n t  sex— like, o rd i n a r y  sex— t o n i g h t ’s 
g o n n a  be  y o u r  last c h a n ce  for a whi le ,  bec ause  if I ac c iden ta l ly  get 
p r e g n a n t  w h i le  I ’m  t ak in g  the  h o r m o n e s  I d have a litter. I m e an ,  
I co u ld  l i terally have like ten babies.  A n d  then  w e’d be fucked.  
W h e r e  arc you anvway? You were  su p p o s ed  to call me w h e n  you 
were d o n e  in te rv i ew in g  the  b i r t h d a y  c l o w n . ’
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“ H e ’s a magic ian,’’ I say.
“Whatever .  Are you at the I rib?”
“ I’m in Centenn ia l .  How ard  had sort  of an accident  and  I 
had to drive him h o m e .”
“W h o ’s Howard? T h e  clown guy? Did he shit  his pants?” 
“ I’m gonna  need a r ide,” I say.
“W hat ,  f rom Centennialf?” she says, aggrieved. “You know 
where I am r ight  now? I’m at Cel ia’s having a margari ta .  She got  
a margari ta  machine.  It ’s awesome.  I ’m no t  dr iving all the  way to 
fucking Centennial.”
“Well, my car’s back at the Tr ibune .”
“Well, that  sucks to be you ,” she says. “You got  yourself  
over there; you can get yourself h o m e .”
“I ’ll call a cab.”
“ I hope  they take food s tamps .”
“ I’ll be Pine,” I say. “Tell Cel ia I said hello.”
“ He  says hello,” Bunny  says. I can’t hear  Cel ia’s response, 
bu t  Bunny  cackles into the receiver.
“No,  seriously,” she says. “A cab from Cen tenn ia l  is gonna  
be like a h u n d re d  bucks.  Give me the address. I ’ll come get you .” 
W h e n  I re turn from the ki tchen,  How ard  is s tand ing  in the 
middle  of the room, wearing only his wet  boxer shorts  and t rans lu ­
cent  wet unde rshi r t ,  t h rough  which I can see the curls o f  his dark 
gray chest  hair  and  the hol low con to urs  o f  his bony  frame. He  has 
carefully laid ou t  his tuxedo to dry on some towels on the floor.
“I ’m sorry,” he says, “for causing so m uch  t rouble .  I made  
a mistake.” He  peels a long strip o f  surgical tape from his forearm,  
releasing an almost  invisible m onof i lam en t  that  had been anchored  
there. “ Please d o n ’t wri te  this story.”
“You d o n ’t have any th ing  to worry a b o u t , ” I say. “T h e  
s tory is only going to be twelve inches or  so, and i t’s a bou t  Gary  
Mart inez,  not  a bou t  you and  me get t ing  kicked ou t  o f  a bar.”
“Look at m e,” he says, spreading his arms in a gesture o f  
humil ity.  “ D o n ’t do this to me. I t ’s n o b o d y ’s business .”
“You mean abou t  you and Gary?” I ask, surpr ised.  “T h a t ’s 
really not news. I mean,  it’s not  newsworthy.”
“ I’ve heard that  people d o n ’t care anymore  abou t  these
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things.  But they do care. Gary  cared. His family cares.”
“T hey  know about  you and Gary? I ask.
“His wife hates me. W h e n  she called me, she said, Gary  s 
dead.  D o n ’t come to the funeral— we d o n ’t want  you there .” H o w ­
ard smiles. “ I went anyway. I wanted to say goodbye. Her  bro ther  
s topped  me in the parking lot.
My phone  rings in my pocket,  but  I ignore it. I here is 
a long awkwardness as How ard  and I regard each other. 1 want  
to say someth ing  reassuring and positive, the way 1 of ten end my 
stories in the newspaper.  Som eth ing  to di lute a personal t ragedy 
by pu t t ing  it in a larger context : The Johnson fam ily  may have lost 
their home in the fire , but not their love o f  fireworks— Nick Johnson 
has already accepted a contract to design next year's Independence Day 
extravaganza over Skyline Park.
“Gary  was your  apprent ice ,  I say. “ I ha t ’s kind of a big 
deal, right? Am ong  magicians?' '
Howard  shrugs. “ 1 ha t ’s the idea, he says. 1 told him all 
my secrets. And some o f  them he kept  secret.’ He looks past me, to 
the door,  and I'm not  sure if he wants me to leave or if he’s merely 
avoiding eye contact ,  t rying not to reveal too much  o f  the sad­
ness and embarra ssment  that  is still roiling inside him,  flushing his 
cheeks. He smiles at me again, apologetically. “ That’s all I’ve got 
left— a couple  o f  secrets. Let me keep them.
“Seriously,” I say. “Th is  has been a shi tty day for bo th  of 
us, Howard .  You got ta  give me a break. I really d o n t  care about  
your  sex life. Nei ther  does anybody  else. I his is just a story to fill 
the space between advert isements— it’s a decora t ion .’ I feel for the 
digital recorder in my pocket.  “ Here. I ell me whatever you want  me 
to write about  Gary. That ' s  what  I'll write.  I swear to god .” Switch­
ing on the expensive little device, I am relieved to see that  it still 
works. “All right. W h a t  do you want  to say about  Gary  Mart inez,  
for the record?’
How ard  scowls at me, bu t  I push the tiny recorder  toward 
him,  just inches from his chest. T h e  red recording light reflects 
f rom his undersh ir t  like the laser sight o f  a sniper  rifle. “For the 
record— ” How ard  begins. He  looks at me, incredulous, and sees 
that  I will not  relent. “ For the record,” he says, acquiescing, “Gary
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Martinez  was the finest magician I ever met .  He  really unders tood  
wha t  magic was all a b o u t . ”
I can see that  he wants  to say som e th ing  s ignificant and 
genu in e— some an t ido te  to the day’s f l imflam and  polemics . But 
there’s no specific idea beh ind  his vague in ten t ion .  His lips are 
open,  wai t ing for som e th ing  lucid and  sincere to take shape in his 
m ou th .
"And w h a t ’s that? 1 ask. “W h a t ’s magic all a bou t?”
“It ’s abou t  p u t t ing  on  a show. I t’s a bou t  acting.  I t ’s not 
abou t  fooling the aud ience— they know you d o n ’t really have magi­
cal powers.” He stops,  cons ider ing his plat i tudes like a man  ex­
am in ing  his own f ingernail,  no t ic ing  som e th ing  new. “ They know 
you’re just some guy in a penguin  suit. But  for a night ,  they’re 
wil ling to play along.  Magicians— the good ones— they’re playing 
along too. Gary  knew that  the i l lusion. . .  the  illusion is not  the 
prop on the stage. T h e  illusion is the stage and  the theater  and 
the audience and  whole show. Everybody m ak ing  this big illusion 
together." H o w a r d ’s eyes dar t  a ro u n d  the room, perhaps imagining  
the rows o f  seats in a da rkened  hall. “ I t’s like rel igion,” he says. 
“I t ’s all h orseshi t,  and  most  people— sane people— know  that  i t’s 
all horseshi t.  But  they go into the church  and  they all share the  fan­
tasy together  and the priest blesses the fantasy and  everybody k in d  o f  
believes it and  feels good  a bou t  it. And  everybody believing the same 
thing  together,  imagin ing  the same th in g  at the same t im e— t h a t ’s 
as good as reality. T h a t ’s bet ter.”
My phone  starts r inging again,  som e how  more  insistent . 
“I 11 be r ight  o u t , ” I say to Bunny,  jabb ing  the “e n d ” b u t to n  before 
she can respond.
“Your Jewish gir l fr iend?” he asks.
“She’s not  Jewish. She just likes to picture  herself with a 
Jewish hus b a n d .”
H ow ard  snorts.  “G o o d  luck to bo th  o f  you ,” he says.
I he pho n e  call has in te r rup ted  H o w a r d ’s mono lo gue ,  and 
I know we w o n ’t get back to that  m o m e n t  o f  fluency. But  I ’m sure 
I have a good quote .  I here has to be s o m e th ing  there— the k ind o f  
sparkl ing, sharp-edged gem Waldo Liu seemed to elicit f rom every 
person he interviewed.  I switch off the recorder.
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“You know the bi tch o f  it? Howard  asks. “ I think Ciary
really loved his wife."
W hen  I emerge from the bui lding, I have just missed the 
sunset. Bunny is wai ting for me in the parking lot, gr inn ing behind 
her huge round sunglasses. She looks like a housefly, the bulging 
lenses reflecting an iridescent blue-green sky. She has forced the 
top down on her old convert ible Toyota. T he canopy doesn't fold 
away like it’s supposed to. I’ve told her not  to drive with the top 
down; I worry it will catch the wind like a sail when she gets on the 
highway, and maybe rip free and kill somebody  dr iving behind  her. 
“D o n ’t be such a pessimist ,’ she always says.
“ Here I am in BF Centennial ,"  she beams. “ W h o  loves you '  
Her  toothy  smile is blue in the fading light, and her black 
hair is a glossy raven. A breeze passes over my d a m p  clothes and 
raises gooseflesh across my arms and s tomach.  Bunny lowers her 
sunglasses and regards me with an arched eyebrow— what the hell 
happened to you? It’s a playful scrutiny, and  in this m om ent ,  from 
this angle, she is intensely beautiful.
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G R E G  W R E N N
B e f o r e  t h e  t r i b u l a t i o n s
You can’t breathe o u r air,
a tasteless, in v is ib le  m ix , 
so you wear a pressurized su it, a he lm et
like  a fishbow l
over yo u r head. For once 
yo u r beard ’s com bed and tr im m e d ;
yo u r green ish-gray eyes
re flect
the sky like  wet sand
after a wave recedes.
You’ve com e back fo r me a fter
tw o  m ille n n ia , the F ifth
and S ix th  Crusades, 
a plague tha t h a rd ly  kep t me chaste,
so I can escape the hour,
the centuries o f  tr ia l.
I ’m frus tra ted ,
I can’t kiss you, I can’t b r in g  any books,
m y g lo o m y
g ra titu d e  g iv in g  me 
the shivers. “ I his w o r ld ,” you m o u th , “ is ju s t a dream .”
I ’ ll never sm ell a forest again.
Never feel a le m u r’s
nose. W h a t’s the use 
o f  ru n n in g  fro m  calam ity? (So m any s ilen tly ,
lo u d ly  in  pa in .)
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We gotta go soon , 
you say in y o u r  muff l ed  telepathy.
I rush  to mis t  my succ ulen ts ,
m u r m u r  babyt a l k  to t h e m .
Lock my d i r t y  cell, 
hake  o u t  m y  w e lc o m e  mat .
I r u n  to gr ip  y o u r  g love—
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D E S M O N D  K O N  Z H I C H E N G - M  I N G D E
E U N O I A  EYE T O  EYE:  
A M O M A  S E S T I N A
The wheelmen, when wet, wrest the wheel.
—  C hris tian  Bok
E unoia ,  this is n o t  a new  aesthetic  o r  ep is tem ology  a b o u t  beauty, w h a t  ends 
underg ird  W it tg e n s te in ’s wit, p ro n o u n c e m e n ts  o f  logic, any  subject u n d e r  
Novalis an d  this n o o n d a y  sky, o f  the  th eo ry  o f  sym bolism  t r u m p in g  nam es, 
o f  the  theo ry  o f  types be ing  categorical squares, p o in ty  corners  overlapping , 
inw ard spiral in to  an n th  n u m b e r  of trapezoids co llid ing, m ore  in to n e d  inside, 
artifice as objects seen sub specie aeternita tis ,  h a p p y  desp ite  eulogies an d
eu p h em ism s,  o r  toas ting  revisioned lives, w h a t  possibility  go t shored  up  and  
unraveled , red m o u n ta in  o f  o r igam i tigers dissolved in acid rain, t im ed  to end  
N ovem ber,  feast days from  St. M a r t in ’s to  the  long  road h o m e , w arm  inside 
over R u d o lf  S tingel’s oil a n d  enam el,  forever un ti t led ,  clean, p r is tine  u n d e r  
Isaac an d  f lam m able  evergreens, a n d  fathers s im plify ing  th ings, han d s  over 
an old hangar  w here  theo ry  d ied , m u te d  m irro rs  o f  the  sam e, buoyed  nam es
easing in to  veins, a new  tractate, o f  artists ta lk ing  to  artists, a b o u t  ren am in g  
us as O rs in i  d id , as if ta p p in g  A usten  o n  her rough  c r ino line ,  lily skin and  
naked  shou lders  to  sh im m e r  her  politics, scabs h id d en ,  layered hem  over 
oval pouches,  old coins s trapped  to the  sh in ,  kno b s  for knees, tassels e n d in g  
in a ring a ro u n d  her ankles, ta ttoos  o f  rock pigeons peep ing  th ro u g h ,  u n d e r  
A n co n a’s b ridge  o f  d ream s, w here  A ngelo  Ferretti sits forlorn , waits inside
em p ty -h a n d e d ,  pensive, o p en  to m eet halfway, across tw in  stairwells inside, 
underc ro f t  covered in linen, soft folds, each floral m o t i f  inscribed, n am ed , 
never p o in t in g  som ew here  else, like o u r  lost hours , o r  puzzled faces u n d e r  
o range w horls , of No. 2, Pollock redraw ing  its se t t ing  sun , m ill ion  bu lbs  and  
intensely, light o f  coals from  kilns, length  of the C a rd o  f ind ing  a dead  end  
as if  it needed  to rest, G e rh a rd  R ich te r ’s A nte lio  glass as definitive, over
everybody’s o u ts t re tch ed  arm s, big pa lm s b eck o n in g  o r  begging  for leftover 
Ungers a n d  U n w in  b lueprin ts ,  the ir  um bre lla  vault, In d ie  relics housed  inside, 
n u m in o u s  in the ir  backlit  shapes, aw kw ard  form , edges, shards, sharp  ends,
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overhang o f  raw em otion, like L uyT uym ans’ pink ballroom reddening, and 
in relief, a dollhouse and a fortalice falling into N oguch is  garden o f  names, 
an allegorical portrait, Alessandro Allori as Mercury slaying Argus under
eleven o f  Jupiter’s orbits, his hundred  oracular eyes a sea o f  blue under 
unused panels o f  basswood and sheet metal, on which we stand, hover over 
Narcissus, h im self over a loveless lake, an opaque pond by his side, and 
our prayers too, that no one is left behind, to die, limits and regret inside, 
in a labyrinth o f  rivers, the closing o f  our eyes to forget history, as named 
as every mural and painting  here, like Juno  surrounded and alone, the end
like backdrops dropped in, under W ittgenstein’s solidity, doors bookending  
our afternoon, where faith and hope sit side by side, over us re turning and 
wondering what being in love looks like, inside this sun terrace unnam ed.
* The epigraph to this acrostic sestina is an excerpt from  the poem “Chapter E 
hy Christian Bok. The author's 2001 book, Eunoia, is a “univocal lipogram, in 
which each chapter restricts itself to the use o f  a single vowel", the title itself being 
the shortest word in English to include all five vowels. Eunoia means “beautiful 
thinking". Within Wittgenstein's philosophy are indications o f  an aesthetic theory, 
with the idea that “ethics and aesthetics are one". The Latin phrase “sub specie 
aeternitatis " translates as “under the aspect o f  eternity".
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B R I A N N A  N O L L
H E A R I N G  IS A T A L E N T  
T H A T  M U S T  BE H O N E D
W e’ve always been
listeners, ou r  ears pricked
like dogs’ at a high-
pitched whistle
or the word treat,
bu t  we lower ou r  eyes
in public to avoid
being called eavesdroppers—
though  we are,
o f  course. We are
indiscrim inate  listeners.
O u r  ears have been trained 
to hlter conflicting sounds—  
the conversations 
in a crowded room, 
the cacophony d o w n to w n —  
and reassemble them  
logically, contiguously.
In this way, we become, 
perhaps, m ultip le—  
som e m ight say many-eared.
To do this, we practice: 
one will whisper 
into a w indstorm , 
and  the o ther will discern 
the language from the squall, 
translating both.
O u r  next challenge: 
to understand  a foreign 
language simply 
by listening hard enough.
We imagine this
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will be difficult, 
bu t  eventual ly m ean ing  
will emerge 
like the blurred 
figure o f  a m a n —  
a man  slowly bro aden ing 
into a gro up  o f  m e n —  
from the haze o f  desert 
horizon,  suddenly  
co m in g  into focus.
G A B R I E L  W E L S C H
T H E  CASTLE
For the  th i rd  t ime  this m o n t h ,  we are a w ak en e d  by c a n n o n  fire. 
T h e  d o g  barks , a n d  I can hear  h im  cl a t t e r in g  on the  l in o le u m  in 
the  k i t chen ,  sc rabb l in g  af ter a s o u n d  dea fen ing ,  eve rywhere ,  an d  
then  gone.  Car la  hasn ’t s t i rred .  But  tha t ,  she tells me,  is because  
she is no t  sleeping.
“ I was a lm os t  ex pec t ing  it t o n i g h t , ” she says.
“W h y ? ”
She cracks  all the  fingers on o n e  h a n d  a n d  th e n  says, “ D o n  t 
know.  1 just  was .”
She sits up  a n d  flings her  legs over  the  bed.  O n e  move,  
ath le t ic .  Ev er y th ing  she does is a d i s m o u n t ,  a n d  I’m al m os t  always 
still am azed  by it.
“ D o  you w a n t  me to go?” I ask.
“ N o ,  Hal.  D o n ’t be r id icu lous , ” she says. T h e n  she thrus t s  
o u t  her  boobs .  “ H e ’ll l isten to m e . ’
W h a t  s h o u ld  be a playful  l ine is in s t ead  gr im ,  bus ines s ­
like. I s t an d  a n d  look o u t  the  w indow .  I c a n ’t see h im  a long  the  
b a t t l e m e n t s  facing us, n o r  d o  any of the  tur re ts  on  o u r  side sho w 
any light.  A to p  a lone  brazier  on  the  spi re above the  keep,  last 
logs smolder ,  a n d  a few p e n n a n t s  snap  a n d  th e n  cur l  d o w n  a long  
thei r  s t andards .  T h e r e ’s n o t  even an y  sm oke;  last t ime ,  the  s m o k e  
l ingered near  o u r  house ,  filled eve ry th in g  w i th  its smel l,  even my 
car, secured in a garage on  the  side away f rom  the  castle,  b u t  not  
t on igh t .
“ I don ' t  see h i m , ” I say.
“ H e ’ll c o m e  ou t .  I’ll s t an d  on the  d a m n e d  d ra w b r id g e  an d  
scream til he shows himself ,  i f I have to — b u t  h e ’ll c o m e  out .
A n d  so she goes,  yoga pan ts ,  sp o r t s  bra,  her  on ly  w e ap o n  
her  cons ider ab le  will.
Af ter a m o m e n t ,  I fo l low her.
I pet  S n o o k  for a m i n u te ,  give h im  a t h o r o u g h  a n d  ca lm ing  
head scra tch ,  t ry ing  to ca lm myself.  A n d  th en ,  even t h o u g h  I k n o w  
bet ter ,  I look for a w eap o n .  C a r l a ’s t en ni s  rackets seem all w ro n g ,  so
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I grab a t e n - p o u n d  b r ig h t  green d u m b b e l l ,  w h ich  o n ly  seems r ight 
unt i l  I ’m ou t s ide ,  h a n g i n g  hack in th e  shadows ,  wi th  a d u m b b e l l  in 
mv h a n d ,  w a tc h in g  my wife s idle u p  to  a castle.
“S h o w  yourse l f !” she  yells. I d o u b t  she'd see h im  i f he  d id.  
T h e  castle walls are a b o u t  th i r t y  feet h igh,  a n d  the  o n ly  w i n d o w s  
in f r o n t  are over the  po r t cu l l i s  a n d  the  m u r d e r  holes ,  w h e re  there  is 
ne i t h e r  l ight n o r  m o v e m e n t .
» “You f u c k h e a d — c o m e  out! '
Across the  st ree t,  the  D av ie s ’ l ight t u rn s  on.  I s tep  fa r ther  
back,  o u t  o f  its cast,  b e h i n d  the  m in iv an .
“ N O W .  C o m e  o u t  N O W .
T h e n  o u t  in to  the  l ight f rom his h o u s e  s teps G l e n n  h i m ­
self, long  a n d  loping ,  lo o k in g  even sc raw nie r  t h a n  usual  in a sh ab b y
terry  robe.  H e  l ights  a c igare t te ,  sees me,  a n d  i t ’s too  late to h ide.
“She af ter  h im  a b o u t  the  ca n n o n ?  G l e n n ’s o n e  of those  
guys  w ho looks away w h e n  he  talks to you.
“Yeah. D id  you guys  hear  it?
“O h  yeah,  we hea rd  i t ,” he says. Af ter  a drag,  he  adds ,
“Sheila nearly p issed the  bed.  H e  laughs ,  all s m o k e  a n d  hiss.
As I im ag in e  h im  s t r i p p i n g  sheets  a n d  cu rs ing ,  I hea r  the  
c la n g in g  a n d  sq u eak  o f  the  po r tcu l l i s  ri sing,  an d  there 's  Reg, in 
B e r m u d a s  a n d  a KISS t -shi r t ,  b ig d u m b  grin  on his face a n d  his 
m o u s t a c h e  t ips  waxed p in - s t r a ig h t ,  s t i ck ing o u t  to e i th e r  side o f  his 
fat face.
To  Car la ,  he says, “ W h a t  b o t h e r e t h  thou ? T hee?  W ha te v e r?  
Even f rom  here,  1 can see his eyes are g lued  to C a r l a ’s
boobs .
“T h e  fu c k in g  c a n n o n .  You know,  once? Funn y.  Twice? 
Okay ,  a new  toy. T h r e e  t imes? All in the  m id d le  of the  n ig h t ?”
H e  d ro p s  the  smile ,  crosses his arms.  H e  b ec o m e s  the  
quin te ssen t i a l  N e rd ,  C o r n e r e d .  “Sue me.  I keep my hours .
C ar l a  jabs her  f inger  at his face, a n d  s tar ts  in to  a ran t  we 
have all w a n t e d  to deliver,  a b o u t  h o w  w e’d  love to sue h im ,  love 
to d o  a n y t h i n g  to t u r n  all this back,  b u t  tha t  we w a n te d  to  t ry the  
n e ig h b o r ly  t h i n g  first,  h ow ever  m u c h  he  d i d n ’t deserve  it, however  
m u c h  he ab u sed  the  privi lege  of his weal th ,  a n d  o n  an d  on .  G l e n n  
a n d  1 w a tc h  her, a n d  G l e n n  g ru n t s  every n o w  an d  again ,  a n d  1
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gr ip th e  d u m b b e l l ,  even curl  it a few t imes.  M y  a d r e n a l i n e  flashes 
t h r o u g h  m e  to  th e  p o i n t  w h e r e  I feel s ick a n d  twitchy ,  b u t  C a r l a  
a n d  I have  be en  t h r o u g h  this.  I a m  to let her  w ork .  T h a t ’s h o w  i t ’s 
d o n e .  Let her  w o rk ,  keep m y  m o u t h  sh u t ,  keep o u t  of  the  way, keep 
o u t  of  t r oub le .  A n d  whi l e  it isn't exac tly  new  to  me  a n y m o r e ,  it has 
n o t  g o t t e n  m u c h  easier.
Reg k n o w s  h o w  to g oa d  us. W e  ha d  t r ied  to sue  h i m ,  ha d  w a n t e d  
to very badly.  W h e n  the  n e i g h b o r h o o d  first go t  w i n d  o f  th e  p lans 
to p u t  a cast le at  th e  e n d  o f  the  cu l -de-sac ,  we  exp lo re d  o u r  le­
gal o p t i o n s .  I he  t o w n s h i p  s t e p p e d  in th a t  t i m e  a n d  m a d e  sure the  
n e i g h b o r h o o d  kids  at  least w o u l d  n o t  have  to w o r r y  a b o u t  a m o a t .  
M y  p a p e r  covered  th e  cont roversy ,  a n d  I g o t  th e  sc o o p  o n  w h a t  
h a p p e n e d  in t o w n  m e e t i n g s  f ro m  th e  o t h e r  repo r te rs .  W e  ha d  no  
o r d i n a n c e s  or  s t a tu te s  t h a t  a n t i c i p a t e d  Reg,  t h a t  fit his s i tu a t i o n ,  
a n d  his l awyer was very  g o o d  at  p o i n t i n g  th a t  o u t  repeated ly ,  s o m e ­
t h i n g  we k n e w  Reg pa id  h i m  well  to do.
In the  e n d ,  th e re  w o u l d  still be a castle.  A n d  to his c red it ,  
fo l lo wi ng  the  l i t t le t o w n s h i p  s h o w d o w n ,  he  was ac tua l ly  pr e t ty  
grea t  for  a lo ng  t ime .  H e  pa id  th e  c o n t r a c t o r s  ex t ra to en su re  th a t  
the y  ke p t  the  d u s t  d o w n  n o t  o n ly  d u r i n g  excava t ion ,  b u t  also as 
the y  c u t  a n d  p laced  th e  s to nes  tha t ,  over the  cou rs e  o f  a s u m m e r  
a n d  fall, b u i l t  th e  mass ive walls s u r r o u n d i n g  th e  keep.  At  various  
p o i n t s  o f  th e  c o n s t r u c t i o n ,  he  inv i ted  th e  n e i g h b o r h o o d  to t o u r  
th e  site,  to  ask qu e s t i o n s ,  a n d  he  was p r e t t y  g o o d  n a t u r e d  w i t h  his 
answers.
H e  even ho s t ed  t h e  b lo ck  p a r ty  for  tw o  years,  as th e  f i n ­
i sh i ng  to u c h e s  were  p u t  o n  th e  place.  T h e  se c o n d  t im e,  he  to ld  us 
to b r in g  any  o ld  appl i ances ,  ra t ty  fu r n i t u r e ,  ugly c lo thes ,  a n d  old 
luggage ,  a n d  ev e r y b o d y  was  p re t t y  jol ly w h e n  he let us load up  
the  c a t a p u l t  a few t ime s  a n d  fire e v e r y o n e ’s j u n k  in to  the  p o w e r  
c o m p a n y  r igh t-of-way.  I even t o o k  th e  r i b b i n g  o f  p eop le  w h o  said 
it w o u l d  be f u n n y  to  flre m y  o ld  M u s t a n g  o f f  th e  r o o f  o f  th e  castle.  
Reg was even grac ious  in c o m i n g  to m y  defense ,  p o i n t i n g  o u t  th a t  
we w o u l d  never  ge t  it to th e  roof.  Still,  th e  size o f  th in gs  we  d id
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fl ing was no tew o r th y .  W e c leaned the  mess up  later, b u t  the  l ine­
m en  had to w o n d e r  a b o u t  the  h u g e  divot s  m a d e  by (respect ively) 
a w a sh in g  m ac h in e ,  an o ld  h id e -a -b ed ,  a ches t  freezer, a n d  a flake- 
b o a rd  c o m p u t e r  table  f rom  the  eight ies .
O f  course ,  he m i g h t  have w a n te d  to play nice wh i l e  his 
defenses  still had clear weak po in ts .  B u t  t h en ,  w h a t  d i d  he w o r r y  
abo ut?  We weren t M o n g o l  hordes ,  we were  n o t  T a m e r l a n e  tak ing  
a M o o r  a r m y  in to  his em pi re .  We  were ne ighb or s .  We dro ve  m in i-  
vans.  W e f ished rhe dai ly  pape rs  o u t  o f  o u r  hedges .  W e sco oped  
o u r  pe t s ’ poo p .  W e s t o p p e d  w a te r in g  o u r  lawns w h e n  the  t o w n s h ip  
to ld  us to (except  for the  occas ional  scofflaw w h o  w a te red  at n ight ) .  
Still , l o o k in g  back,  his a t t i t u d e  c h a n g ed  o n c e  the  i ro n w o rk e r s  got  
the  po r tcul l i s  go ing .  It c langed in to  place,  a n d  Reg s tar ted  g r o w in g  
t h a t  silly m o u s t ach e .
A n d  now,  the  c a n n o n  has  us all on  edge.  T h e  c a n n o n  feels 
like h e ’s t es t ing  us, g r a n d s t a n d in g ,  p ro c l a i m i n g  h o w  his windfal l  
has p u t  h i m  above the  law, a n d  above all o f  us. It makes  us an g r y  
at l i t t le th ings .  W e  m o w  the  lawn a n d  have to look at it. In fact,  I 
have  to  m ak e  sure  I mow' m y  lawn in the  m o r n i n g ,  befo re  the  sun  
shi ft s a n d  the  en t i re  side yard  is in shadow'  an d  I c a n ’t see w h e th e r  
the  m o w e r  is c u t t i n g  e v e ry th in g  o r  not .  G l e n n  an d  Shei la Davies  
c a n ’t h a n g  l a u n d r y  o u t  a n y m o re ,  because  the  castle e i ther  b locks  
the  w'ind or  makes  the  w in d  tear a r o u n d  it so powerfu l ly  tha t  all the  
c lo thes  are b lo w n  o n t o  the  lawn in m in u te s .  W h e n  sn o w  falls o f f  the  
tur re ts  o r  the  b a t t l e m e n t s ,  i t ’s a th i r t y  foot  d r o p  before  it mak es  an 
e a r t h - s h a k i n g  w h u m p .  M o t h e r s  o f  o ld w o u l d  have had  a field day 
w a r n i n g  ch i ld re n  of the  icicles th a t  h u n g  o f f  of the  d a m n e d  th ing.
In fact,  all o f  us in the  n e i g h b o r h o o d  are peeved th a t  every  
kid in the  sub di vi s ion  co m e s  to o u r  cul -de -sac  (you c a n ’t b l am e  
th e m ,  i f you were  a kid,  a n d  there  were a f r eak ing castle in y o u r  
n e i g h b o r h o o d ,  w'here w o u ld  you be?), a n d  they  s tay  there ,  a n d  they 
m ak e  noise,  a n d  they also m ak e  us all feel re spons ib le  for t h e m ,  an d  
so we worry.  A n d  every t im e  I walk  in to  V e r n o n ’s for coffee,  I ha te  
h o w  I see R eg’s face, b ig s m u g  gr in ,  a n d  h im  h o l d i n g  up  that  big fake 
check,  his n a m e  p r in t e d  in h u g e  scr ip t  by s o m e o n e  p r o b a b ly  paid  a 
few h u n d r e d  dol lars  to d o  it, a n d  s o m e  guy in a t ie g r i n n i n g  at  us,
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tel ling  us all to play Povverball at  Vernon s, cause  you  just  never know!
Well,  as Car la  says w h e n  she sees it, “N o w  we know.  A n d  
it sucks .”
Reg backs  away as Car la  co n t in u es ,  un t i l  he is just  ins ide the  arch ,  
s t a n d in g  a few feet in f rom the  d raw bri dge .  H e  pul ls  a r e m o te  o u t  
of his pock e t  a n d  the  por tcu l l i s  s tar ts  descend ing .
Car l a  s tops,  then  says, “O h ,  real ma tu re .  Jus t  close the  
d o o r  an d  hide  in y o u r  big fucking  castle.  T h i s  i sn’t the  e n d . ”
“O h , ” Reg says. “ I be l ieveth  it is.”
G l e n n  looks at m e as if to say you jus t g o n n a  let h im  do 
that  to y o u r  wife? T h e  d u m b b e l l  gets heavier.
“I f  I w e n t  over  there,  G l e n n — ” I s tart ,  a n d  th en  I s top.  
H e  is look ing  away again ,  a n d  it is clear he w o n ’t push  m e a b o u t  it.
Reg is gone.  I im ag ine  h i m  r e tu r n in g  to s o m e  to w er  to flop 
in f ront  of the  X-box. O n  the  rare occas ions  he speaks  to an y  o f  us, 
the  X-box is o v e r w h e lm in g ly  the  subject .  I ’ve never  even seen an 
X-box, m u c h  less held  a con t ro l .  Bu t  th a t  never  s tops  h im .  H e  just  
goes on a n d  on.
Car l a  s tr ides  back across the  d u s t  pa tch  th a t  co n s t i tu te s  
Reg’s f ront  lawn.
G l e n n  says, “W h a t  are you g o in g  to do? W h a t  are we go ing  
to do? H e  ca n ’t just  keep fi r ing o f f  th a t  g o d d a m n e d  c a n n o n . ”
Car l a  is close e n o u g h  th a t  she  hears  h im .
“W e ’ll call the  cops  again.  I t ’s a noise th ing .  T h e y  got t a  
r e s p o n d . ”
“ It ’s like d o g s , '  G l e n n  says w i t h o u t  irony. “ There has to 
be t e n -m i n u t e s  or m o re  o f  su s ta i ned  noise,  a n d  they  g o t t a  co m e  
whi le  i t s  h a p p e n in g .  G l e n n  kno ws  this because  we go t  to k n o w  
him,  a few years ago,  w h e n  he called th e m  because  S nook ,  then  a 
r a m b u n c t io u s  p u p p y  f rom the  S PC A ,  had  bar ked  q u i t e  a bi t  unt i l  
we had h im  t ra ined.
M ay b e  they  can be creat ive,  s ince  i t ’s a f i rearm a n d  i t ’s one  
in the  m o r n i n g . ”
I d o u b t  it, I say. “ I d o n ’t t h i n k  w e r e  go in g  to f ind  the  
answer  by go ing  t h r o u g h  the  local co ps . ”
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C a r l a ’s lips t i g h te n  before  she  says, “ 1 here  are avenues ,  an d  
we need to ex haus t  t h e m . ”
“W ha te ve r .  K n o ck  y o u r se l f  o u t ,  1 say, an d  im m e d ia t e ly
regret  it.
T h e n  G l e n n  says, “ Use my n am e ,  too .  In fact,  I can call 
a f ter  you do,  i f  you w a n t . ”
T h e y  keep s t ra t egiz ing,  b u t  I d o n ’t really hear  w h a t  they 
are saying.  I have  m o v e d  the  d u m b b e l l  b e h i n d  m y  back,  a n d  am  
w a i t i n g  unt i l  1 can walk  to t h e  house .  We are a b o u t  to have a fight.  
A n d  n e i th e r  o f  us will get  m u c h  s leep to n ig h t .
C a r l a  hangs  u p  wi th  the  pol ice a n d  calls G l e n n .  As she 
speaks  w i th  G l e n n ,  she  does  n o t  o n c e  look in mv d i re c t io n .  I p u t t e r  
t h r o u g h  the  k i t chen ,  p u t t i n g  d ry  d ishes  away, h a n g i n g  tea towels  to 
dry. W h e n  C ar l a  f in ishes w i th  G l e n n ,  she  p u t s  d o w n  the  p h o n e  an d  
s t r a ightens .
“T h a n k s  for all y o u r  h e lp , ” she  says.
“ L o o k —
“ N o ,  r e a l l y-  I han k s  for, you know,  m a k i n g  this all a li t t le 
easier. A n d  th e  d u m b b e l l .  N ice  t o u c h .  W h a t  exact ly were you  go ing  
to d o  w i th  t h a t ? ”
“ Rad idea ,” I say. “O l d  hab i t s  d ie  h a r d . ”
She s teps  closer  to me,  the  look on  her  face a mix o f  af fec­
t ion  a n d  weariness .  “You have to m a k e  t h e m  die or  w e r e  screwed. 
You have to  accept  it. W h e n  shi t  l ike this h ap p e n s  now,  I have to 
deal w i th  it. You can be a r o u n d ,  you can help  me in all k inds  of 
d i f f e ren t  ways,  b u t  w h e n  the re  is s o m e o n e  to be  deal t  w i th  directly,  
1 will d o  it .”
“ I k n o w  t h a t . ”
“ 1 k n o w  yo u  do,  b u t  it doesn ' t  he lp  w h e n  you do n ' t  ac t  l ike
you do.
“ 1 s tood  back.  I wa i ted .  I d i d  the  w h o le  h a p p y  e u n u c h  
th ing .  1 ce lebra t ed  m y  powerlessness .
“Yeah, you did .  Rut  then  y o u  were a c o m p l e t e  b i tch  w h e n  
1 got  back.  A n d  n o w  you have this a t t i tu d e .  1 m e a n ,  1 k n o w  y o u ’re 
no t  h a p p y  wi th  it, b u t  that 's  the  way it is. T h a t ' s  the  way you m a d e  
it .”
“ 1 di dn ' t  m a k e  th is ,” I say. “ 1 d idn ' t  m ak e  it l ike this.  I am
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just  fed up  wi th  the  shi t ,  have been for a long  t i m e — ”
“A n d  I ’m  not? C o m e  on,  you  k n o w  bet ter .  Tell me you 
k n o w  better ."
After a m o m e n t ,  I said,  “ It jus t  gets to m e . ”
“Always has,” she said.  1 t h i n k  she  is t u r n i n g  conci l iatory,  
I t h i n k  this m ig h t  be go ing  d o w n ,  a n d  th e n  she says, “You have to 
let it go you know,  let me ha n d le  th ings .  You k n o w  this,  b u t  then  
you got  pissy, you ac ted  like I was ineffect ive,  l ike 1 had  no sense of 
how  to go ab o u t  th is— ”
“Aw, c ’m o n .  You k n o w  as well as I do  th a t  the  cops  are use­
less w i th  th is .”
“ Yeah, 1 do,  b u t  we can' t  jus t c o m e  in s w ing ing  e i ther .” 
N e i th e r  o f  us talk.  I am  sh ak in g  an d  a s h a m e d  a n d  too a n ­
gry an d  volat ile to say an y th in g ,  a n d  1 d o n ’t k n o w  w h a t  I w o u ld  
say anyway.  She holds  my gaze for a m o m e n t ,  no  d o u b t  c o n t a i n i n g  
any o f  a n u m b e r  o f  f u r th e r  rema rks  herself,  before  she breaks  an d  
goes to the  fridge. At  the  po p  of the  fr idge d o o r  gasket,  S n o o k  rises 
an d  scrabbles  in to  the  k i t chen .  C ar l a  feeds h im  cheese w h e n  I am 
no t  a r o u n d ,  an d  th inks  I d o n ’t k n o w  a b o u t  it. I set tle w h e n  I see 
her  h a n d  reach f rom b e h i n d  the  fr idge d o o r  to f ind his head.  H e r  
fingers move  t h r o u g h  the  fur. She reappears  w i th  a y o g u r t  s m o o t h i e  
bo t t le  in her  han d .
“T h a t  p o o r  d o g  is f reaked ,” I say.
“Your p o o r  wife is f reaked,” she  says.
I nod.
“ I need to k n o w  you are n o t  g o in g  to flip o u t  aga in ,” she says. 
I no d  again.  I feel like a b o b b le h e a d  in these co nver sa t ions .  
She moves  in th en ,  to h u g  m e  maybe,  b u t  before  she gets 
close e n o u g h ,  c a n n o n  fire t h u n d e r s  a n d  he r  b o d y  stiffens.
“Call  t h em  aga in ,” I say. “Cal l  t h e m  now.”
As she s tarts to dial ,  I dec ide  th a t  it is a lm o s t  o n e  h u n d r e d  
per cent  tha t  Reg will fire tha t  c a n n o n  again.
Reg is the  k ind  of guy th a t  believes in reac t ing  big,  the  k ind  o f  guy 
that  in grade  school ,  if you had  p u n c h e d  h im  in the  a r m ,  h e ’d tu rn  
a n d  kick you  in the  face, th e n  a few t imes  in the  ribs i f you fell
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d o w n .  T h e n  he m i g h t  f ind  a way to spi t  o n  y o u r  m o m  a n d  tell you  
a b o u t  it later, weeks  af ter  you 'd  fo r g o t t en  the  w h o le  th ing.
T h e  first t im e  we ever called the  cops ,  a n d  no t  even for 
a n y t h i n g  ter r ib ly  u n -n e ig h b o r ly ,  Reg w e n t  ape  shi t .  1 his was af ter  
the  c a t a p u l t - th e - a p p l i a n c e s  party.  H e  had  lit a b u n c h  of his braziers  
on the  fo u r th  o f  July, to l ight  the  place up.  It was k in d  o f  nice,  k ind  
o f  cool .  Kids  d ro ve d o w n  the  s tree t  to see the  way the  b a t t l e m e n t s  
lit up.  H e  even had  to rches  g o in g  in s o m e  o f  the  a r ro w  slits, a n d  a 
massive fire on t o p  o f  the  keep.  It was a l it t le smoky,  b u t  the  h igh 
school  was across the  large flat fields, b e y o n d  the  r ight -o f- way  b e ­
h i n d  o u r  subd iv i s ion ,  an d  s ince  they  sh o t  o f f  the  f i reworks  there ,  
we co u ld  see t h e m  b u r s t i n g  over  the  to p  o f  the  castle a n d  all its fire 
a n d  shado ws .  I f  it weren ' t  for  the  w a te r  tow er  ac tual ly  also be in g  in 
view, it w o u l d  have been a l m os t  like the  f i reworks  at Cinderel la ' s  
castle at D isn ey lan d .
Reg had invi ted  so m e  o f  his b u d d i e s  over. We never  saw 
th a t  he had  b u d d ies ,  b u t  th a t  is a p p a r e n t ly  w h a t  h a p p e n e d .  I hey 
d r a n k  laege rm ci s t cr  a n d  played X -b ox  o u t  on  the  ba l co n y  at the  
back e n d  o f  the  keep,  all whi le  w a tc h in g  the  f ireworks ,  unt i l  Reg, 
in a d r u n k e n  t i rade ,  t h rew  th e m  all ou t .  H e  passed o u t  n o t  long 
a f t e r w a rd — a n d  d id  n o t  d o u s e  any  o f  the  braziers.  It had  been a d ry  
Inly. S o m e  to rches  b u r n e d  d o w n  a n d  s ta r t ed  to d r o p  stuff.  Li tt le 
grass fires were s t a r t i n g  at  the  base of his towers.
I t h i n k  G l e n n  ac tual ly  called the  cops.  But  we were all 
ou t s id e  w h e n  they  came ,  a n d  C ar l a  a n d  I were u n s p o o l i n g  ga rden 
hose  to have at so m e  o f  the  blazes. I here  were too m a n y  for just  us, 
t h o u g h .
Reg w o k e  to s irens , the  h o n k  o f  a t an k e r  t ru ck ,  an d  a b u l l ­
h o r n  ca ll ing  h im  o u t  o f  his ineb r i a te d  sleep. H e  was f ined.  At one  
po in t ,  he  s h o u t e d ,  “T h o u  shal t  to fu c k in g  hell go! W i t h  you all! Shit!
A co p  said,  “C a l m  d o w n ,  Lancelot .
S hor t ly  af ter  tha t ,  Reg sp rayed  R o u n d - U p  on  all the  lawn 
o n  his proper ty .  By the  en d  of Au gu st ,  bare,  ha rd  tan d i r t  was all 
th a t  was left. H e  h u n g  a sign f rom  his tallest  to w er  th a t  said,  “ D i r t  
d o t h  n o t  b u r n ,  t h o u  assholes.  It look ed  like he p a i n t e d  it on  a bed-  
sheet.  It had  d r i ps  a n d  smear s  all t h r o u g h  it. 1 hen ,  for a few weeks , 
o u r  new sp a pers  d i s ap p ea red  f rom o u r  s toops  a n d  dr iveways ,  an d
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a t the  e n d  of th e  s t r i n g  of  n e w s p a p e r  theft s ,  Reg b u i l t  a t o w e r i n g  
bo nf i r e  a t o p  th e  braz ie r  over  th e  keep ,  fue led  by o u r  ne ws pape rs ,  
b u r n i n g  at  the  h e ig h t  o f  th e  ho t ,  d r y  A u gu s t ,  all n ig h t  long.
C a r l a  m arc he s  o u t  i n to  th e  f r o n t  yard  whi le  I ge t th e  la d d e r  f rom 
the  garage.  W e  have  h a d  An Idea. G l e n n ’s t h i n g  a b o u t  th e  noise  o r ­
d i n a n c e  go t  m e  t h i n k i n g  a b o u t  p r o v in g  t h a t  a noise was m a d e ,  a n d  
th e n  th a t  a f i rearm was d i sc h a rg e d ,  a n d  it h i t  me .  A c a n n o n  will 
flash. W h e n  I used  to talk w i t h  vets a b o u t  th e  h o r r o r  o f  th e  b a t t l e ­
field,  o r  w h e n  I read d i f f e r en t  h is tor ica l  a c c o u n t s ,  th e re  was always 
the  flash, the  fire, whatever .  Always  l igh t  a n d  s m o k e ,  th e  tel l tale 
signs.  A n d  so I c l i m b  to th e  roof  w i t h  a digi ta l  v ide o  recorder.  T h e  
r o o f  because  it is th e  o n ly  way  I can  see over  the  wall  o f  R e g ’s castle,  
a n d  the  v ide o  c a m e r a  b ecau se  th e re  is n o  way I can  t i m e  a regular  
c a m e r a  to ca t ch  a sho t .  I have  tw o  h o u r s  o f  ba tte ry ,  a b ig roll o f  
d u c t  tape,  a n d  th e  c o n v i c t i o n  of  a h u s b a n d  o n  th e  o u t s  w i t h  his 
wife a n d  lo o k in g  to  m a k e  go o d .  I c a n n o t  lose.
I t ape  the  c a m e r a  to th e  c h im n e y ,  a n d  t h e n  s igh t  it a n d  
ad j us t  th e  lens.  I f ind  th e  c a n n o n ,  s i t t i n g  o n  th e  b a l c o n y  at  the  
rear  o f  th e  keep.  I focus  to take  in as m u c h  o f  t h e  area in f r o n t  o f  
the  c a n n o n  as I can .  I hen ,  I s ta r t  w r a p p i n g  d u c t  t a pe  a r o u n d  th e  
ca m era ,  m a k i n g  a w id e  gray  as te r isk o n  th e  s ide  o f  m y  ch i m n e y .  
O n c e  I t h i n k  i t ’s basical ly secure ,  I w r a p  lo ng  b a n d s  all a r o u n d  
the  c h i m n e y  several t imes ,  cov e r in g  th e  aster i sk,  re in fo rc in g  the  
came ra .  I che c k  th e  lens,  a n d  w i t h  all set  to go,  I h i t  R E C  a n d  sit 
back ,  p e rc h e d  o n  the  r o u g h  c r o w n  o f  th e  roof,  fee l ing  th e  sh ingles  
abrasive  t h r o u g h  m v  shor t s .
C a r l a  is d o w n  below,  a n d  G l e n n  has j o in e d  her. I can  hear  
t h e m  ta lk ing ,  b u t  n o t  w h a t  t h e y ’re saying .  H e  is d ressed  now,  his 
h a n d s  c lasped  b e h i n d  his back ,  his h ea d  a n g le d  t o w a r d  Ca r la ,  his 
feet s h o u l d e r  w i d t h  apa r t .  H e  has th e  p leasure  o f  w a i t i n g  d o w n  
there  next  to m y  wife.  His  o w n  wife is inside ,  s leep ing .
f a t i g u e  hi t s me.  I have n o t  been  t i red  d u r i n g  all o f  this,  
a n d  th e n  it is like all the  t i red feel ings t h a t  I s h o u l d  have  felt c o n ­
verge at o n c e  a n d  m y  b o d y  is a s to ne .  The low w h i r  o f  the  c a m e r a  
a n d  the  m u t t e r i n g  b e tw e e n  G l e n n  a n d  C a r l a  are all I can  hear,  a n d  
it is p u t t i n g  m e  to sleep. I he n ,  th e  c a n n o n  goes off aga in .  Jo l t ed  
awake ,  I s c r a m b le  over  to th e  c a m e r a  a n d  press s top ,  th e  b o o m i n g
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ec h o in g  a r o u n d  th e  n e i g h b o r h o o d .  F rom the  roof,  I can  see o n e  or  
two l ights go o n  in t h e  n e i g h b o r h o o d .
I h i t  REV,  th en  view the  last few sec on ds  o f  tape  in the  
l itt le view f inde r  w indow .  It ’s there ,  a b r ig h t  w h i t e  Hash tha t  grows 
to fill t h e  screen,  d r iv in g  the  l ight  sensor  m ad ,  before  it d iss ipates 
in a g ra iny  swirl o f  darkness .  A n d  the  ca m era  prov ides  a b o n u s  I 
h a d n ’t t h o u g h t  of: t h e  b o o m  is c a u g h t  as well ,  s o u n d i n g  t i n n y  an d  
d i s to r t e d  in the  c a m e r a ’s m i n i a tu r i z e d  w orld .  1 tear  the  cam e ra  o u t  
o f  th e  d u c t  tape.
“Carla!  We got  it, I holler,  a n d  w h e n  I t u r n  to  give her  a 
t h u m b s - u p ,  a r i d iculous ,  juveni le move,  my foot  slips on the  roof.  
For  a second ,  I k n o w  e v e ry th in g  tha t  will follow, the  sl ide,  the  m a d  
g rap p le  at the  gu t ter ,  her  an d  G l e n n  r u n n i n g  to w ar d  the  house .  
A n d  t h e n  I am  falling.
A few m o n t h s  af ter  Reg s t ar ted  c o n s t r u c t i o n  on the  castle,  I got  
laid off. T h e  pap e r  for w h ich  1 had w o rk e d  as a repor ter ,  fea tures 
wri ter ,  a n d  eventua l ly  c o l u m n i s t  for a lm o s t  a d ecade  was pu rc h ased  
an d  th e  staff shaved  d o w n  basical ly to ad staff,  a few of the  y o u n g e r  
(and  th u s  less expensive)  repor t ers ,  an d  s o m e o n e  to ed i t  the  cop y 
f rom  the  wire  services.  I was g iven h o u rs  to leave the  b u i ld in g ,  as 
were mos t  o f  th e  o t h e r  peo p le  in the  n e w sr o o m .  Jus t  a b o u t  every­
b o d y  dec id e d  to go tic o n e  on  a n d  co n s id e r  the i r  o p t io n s ,  b u t  I 
dro ve  o u t  to t ry  a n d  f ind Car la .
It was a T h u r s d a y ,  a n d  it was J u n e ,  so it m e a n t  she  was 
w o r k i n g  w i t h  in d iv id ua ls  all day  long,  h o u r - l o n g  cl in ics  d u r i n g  
w h ich  m e m b e r s  w o r k e d  o n  the i r  serve,  the i r  b a c k h a n d ,  the i r  cove r­
age o f  t h e  net .  I s e ld o m  w a tc h ed  C a r l a  at  w ork ,  b u t  looked fo rw ard 
to an y  o p p o r t u n i t y  to d o  so. H e r  b o d y  was long,  b u t  the  co n t ro l  she  
h ad  over  it a n d  the  s t r e n g th  she co u ld  tease o u t  of it m a d e  w a tc h in g  
her  engag ing .  I w o u l d  f ind mysel f tens ing ,  or  feel ing br ea th les s—  
no t  o u t  o f  desi re.  Jus t  o u t  o f  awe at her  physical  capabi l i ty.
1 ran,  ate well general ly,  a n d  s tayed in shape,  b u t  it wasn' t  
m y  job. M y  job was to sit a n d  wri te ,  t ry no t  to o v e r th in k  it. Try  
to m ak e  it clear. But mos t ly  to sit. I w o u l d  go a n d  sit in bus  s t a­
t ions ,  in c o u r t r o o m s ,  in w a i t i n g  room s ,  in banks ,  in school  au-
Welsch
d i to r iu m s .  I w o u l d  listen to peop le  in far less co n t ro l  a n d  grow 
i m p a t i e n t  at  the i r  inabi l i ty  to s t r i ng  t o g e th e r  even s im p le  wo rds  
to get  across w h a t  they  m ean t .  A n d  I w o u l d  grow especial ly i m ­
p a t i en t  w h e n  two peop le  w o u ld  talk at  o n e  an o ther ,  s t o p p i n g  
only  w h e n  they ran o u t  o f  ideas or  the  o t h e r  per son s h o u t e d  th e m  
d o w n ,  an d  ra the r  th an  listen,  they w o u l d  pre pare  the i r  next  t i ­
rade.  A n d  so of ten ,  they just  said the  sam e th i n g  b u t  d i d n ’t hear  it.
Car la  had e lo q u en c e  in m o v e m e n t .  She co u ld  take co n t ro l  
o f  a pe r son ’s b o d y  wi th  a t o u ch  here or  a w o r d  there ,  a n d  they 
w o u ld  do it. I m e n t i o n e d  this to her  once ,  a n d  she  said,  “ Everyone  
th inks  they can speak.  N o  o n e  th in k s  they  can just  play t enn i s . ” She 
d i d n ’t e labora te .
I drove d o w n  the  c lu b ’s sh ad ed  drive,  in a car tha t ,  an y m o re ,  
had to be coaxed in to  m o v e m e n t ,  tha t  had  a g u t tu ra l  a n d  r e luc tan t  
growl  f rom its engine ,  an d  th a t  smel l ed  as t h o u g h  c o n s t an t ly  b u r n ­
ing so m ew here .  In this noisy offender ,  I drove u n d e r  sycamores  
p la n ted  by s o m e o n e  so n o t e w o r t h y  tha t  each e n d  o f  the  dr ive had  a 
p laqu e de sc r i b in g  the  ac h ie vem en t .  O n  the  t enn i s  co u r t ,  a hal f d o z ­
en w o m e n  the  sam e age as C ar l a  ga th e r ed  a r o u n d  her, all in yoga 
pant s  a n d  p o n y  tails, all t r im  a n d  aggressive a b o u t  the i r  fi tness.  She 
was busy, a n d  I s u d d e n ly  d idn ' t  k n o w  w h a t  I w o u l d  say. I h a d n ’t 
s lept m u c h  the  n igh t  before,  w o rk i n g  to mee t  a d ead l in e  for a co l ­
u m n ,  a n d  had  o p te d  n o t  to shave th a t  m o r n i n g  in o rd e r  to sp en d  
a lit t le extra t ime  in bed.  I had spi l led coffee in my lap. I drove 
the  a u t o m o t iv e  equ ival en t  o f  a dere l ic t  w i th  a nasty  cold.  In shor t ,  
I ca m e  o f f  like Falstaff  or  s o m e  angry  h o b o  c o m e  to moles t  the  
rich w o m e n ,  a n d  th a t  m ad e  me s u d d e n l y  feel l ike an ang ry  hobo.
D ri v ing  h o m e ,  I ca lcula ted  w h a t  they  were pay ing  the  
club,  w h a t  the  c lub paid  m y  wife,  h o w  litt le we had  in savings,  
w h a t  o u r  m o n t h l y  needs were,  an d  the  n u m b e r s  go t  bad.  As these 
n u m b e r s  fo r m ed  t a u n t i n g  c o l u m n s  in m y  i m ag in a t io n ,  I ar r ived 
h o m e  to the  no w  famil iar  c lo u d  of d u s t  m o v in g  in a lazy swirl 
ab o u t  the  cul de  sac. It fit: as the  jobless  a ng ry  h o b o  back f rom 
soi l ing  the  lawn o f  the  c o u n t r y  c lub,  I was no w  ar r iv ing  in the  
f iefdom w he re  the  local l o r d ’s c o n s t r u c t i o n  covered the  peasants  
in a dus t  m ad e  m o re  pr icey for the  cos t o f  the  labor  to p ro d u c e  it.
His  co n t ra c to r s  had  s tar ted  a li t t le ga rbage  pi le— stone
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chips,  em pty  morta r  bags, scrap wood ,  coffee cups— the edge o f  
which now pushed on to  my lawn. 1 knew before going in the house 
that  everything would  be coated in a tallow-gray film, the s tone 
dust  having worked in th rough every less- than-perfect  seal in the 
house. We dusted every night,  and every af ternoon the s tone m a ­
sons worked,  we saw the return o f  the dust.  1 walked inside, unsure 
o f  wha t  I would do for the rest o f  the day, and too angry to remain 
outside,  where 1 would simply cough and  hack and make it worse 
anyway.
T h e  dust:  1 blew it ou t  o f  the com pu te r  keyboard. W he n  1 
pet  Snook, the s tuf f  puffed ou t  f rom his fur. I ate a pear  and tasted 
it. 1 ate a few cookies and tasted it again. I swore 1 could even taste 
in the water. T h e  lawn was grey, the house,  once yellow, was now 
more brown.  T h e  kids who  came to watch the construc t ion  also 
liked to write things in the dust  coating windows o f  the garage 
doors,  a double  insult. That morn ing ,  I not iced,  they wrote,  for 
some reason, and  what  any o ther  day would be nonsensical,  G E  1 A 
JOB .  And while in the middle  o f  t rying to salvage the day by m a k ­
ing a sandwich,  I answered a knock  at the door  to discover the guy 
who reads the water meter taking the t ime to tell me that , due  to 
bui ld  up o f  debris that  worked into the meter  housing,  the reader 
would have to be replaced. T he township  would  cover the meter  
and so forth,  but  there would  be a charge for the installation itself. 
I tersely dismissed him,  despite his assertion that  he was just let ting 
me know.
1 ate the sandwich. I watched The Kids in the Hall and 
didn 't  laugh once.  I didn' t  even finish the sandwich.  And then 1 
felt bad because it was a waste o f  money  to cat part  o f  a sandwich 
and feed the rest to the dog,  who got way too much  food from me 
anyway. Despi te  the sandwich,  despite my mood,  I was dete rmined  
to s imply sit and  w'atch TV, to wal low in dist ract ion, to let a few 
hours pass before I did anyth ing  dum b .  But 1 looked out  the w in ­
dow. 1 should have known that  would be bad to do. I he world was 
ou t  there, Reg was ou t  there, there were things ou t  there beyond 
my control ,  beyond the influence of a remote con tro l— things that  
would no t  rest just because 1 so desperately though t  1 should.
1 recognized the car parked in the cul de sac, a little Geo
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sport  jeep thing covered in anti -Bush stickers and  a Parrothead de­
cal: Brent, the guy who covered h um an  interest s tu ff  for the Life- 
stvle section. He enjoyed stories about  plucky residents o f  nurs­
ing homes and ro tund  w om en who baked for craft fairs. He liked 
snappy leads.
It took me a m inu te  to realize he wasn't coming  to offer me 
some consolat ion.  He had come to write about  Reg.
At first, it is nearly impossible to draw a full breath,  and my arms 
tingle. I try to draw in, and while I want  to thrash to get unstuck,  1 
can’t move. I am next to the driveway, having bounced  off the hood 
o f  the iVlustang. While  the car probably kept me from breaking any 
bones, the impact  also knocked the wind  ou t  o f  me and seriously 
s t rained parts o f  my skeleton, I’m sure.
Carla keeps s t roking my head, asking if I am okay, and 
when 1 can finally draw a full breath,  I tell her to stop.
“W h a t  should we do?” she says.
I try to sit up, but  my vision swims as I do,  so I lay back 
down.  Glenn says, “ Woah,  buddy.
“Find the camera.  Can  you find the camera?”
Ihey  both start  in on variations of Jesus, Hal, you ju s t  jell. 
For Christ's sake.
“ I know that ,” I say. “Just find the godda m n  camera so the 
fall will be worth it.
Glenn looks meaningful ly at Carla,  and  then goes off  in 
search o f  the camera.
“ He called 911 ,” she says.
“T h a t ’s no good wi thou t  the evidence, so maybe you 
should help him."
“ For you, dumbass ,” she says. “He called so they would 
send an ambu lance .”
I laugh and it hurts.
Carla  sits with me as I concentra te  s imply on breathing.  
First things first. She asks again if she can help but  I tell her it 
doesn’t feel like she can do anything.  T h e n  Glenn  hollers that he 
found the camera.  It landed in the shrubs, and those scraggly things
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must  have helped break its fall, because it is intact,  and still on.
“T h a t  camera and the evidence does not  make it wor th  it 
that  you fell off the roof, you know,” Carla says. “ 1 his is a problem.
“ I t ’s all a p rob lem ,” I say, grunt ing.  “O u r  lives are about  
problems. Problems are what  we d o — what  we’ve been do ing for a 
while. Th is  just rounds  things ou t  nicely.
After a m o m e n t  she says, “ I th in k  it’s very sad that  you feel 
that  way.
T h e n ,  the ne ighborhood  is rocked once again by cannon  fire.
1 jolt f rom the sound,  and it hur ts— but  since 1 am already 
in pain,  1 wrench myself  up,  so I am sitt ing. 1 he world keels to 
the side, bu t  then rights itself, as a monste r  headache blooms fully 
behind  my eyes. T h e  pain shudders  in waves, so much that  I grow 
instant ly  nauseous.  Carla  wipes at her eyes, and G lenn  is moving 
toward us, his face is i l luminated by the L E D  screen on the side of 
the video camera.
“We have him,  buddy ,” he says. “ 1 hope  he enjoys firing 
that  th ing  now, because pret ty soon he’s gonna  be paying for it.
Carla  says to me,  “ Do  you really th ink  our  lives are 
prob lems?”
“ It’s really not  the best t ime to ask me that. '
G lenn  yells to the castle, “ I called the cops, Reg! T h e  cops 
are O N .  T H E I R .  WAY. R E G .”
I think I hear Reg yell back, fuckethyou .r \ hen  I wonder  if I am 
imagining  it. 1 say to Carla,  “Let's just get th rough this now, okay?"
I never did read the s tory Brent  wrote  about  Reg, though I could 
imagine it. Particularly the part where he wrote  about  the psycho t­
ic neighbors  living in the shadow o f  the castle who opposed the 
rugged individualist 's  bold out look  on suburban  living. T h a t  was 
just the kind o f  asshole ph i losophy that  co rnpone -p rone  Brent  just 
lived for.
I did give him some a m m o  for the psychotic thing.  W h e n  
I realized wha t  Brent had come to do, I ran out  into the front  yard 
and found him snapp ing  photos  of the portcul lis.  Reg was nowhere 
in sight. 1 cannot  now remember  what  1 said to him,  but  it made
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h im  spin  a r o u n d  fast. It was a l ready very clear f r om  the  n ew sro o m  
th a t  he a n d  I were never to be bu ds ,  b u t  I k n e w  he th en  u n d e r s to o d  
a w hol e  o t h e r  level o f  hos t i l i ty  was b e ing  di re c ted  at h im .
I to ld  h im  to go away. I said he was jus t  en c o u r a g i n g  s o m e ­
o n e  w h o  d i d n ’t give a shi t  a b o u t  an y  o f  his neighb or s .  I to ld  h im  
that  w h e n  people  were los ing thei r  jobs,  w r i t i n g  a b o u t  so m e  jackass 
w h o  bui l t  a castle because o f  a lucky lo t te ry  t icket  was,  an d  I a c t u ­
ally said this,  ac tual ly  r e m e m b e r  u t t e r i n g  the  wo rds ,  " the ze ni th  o f  
tacky, the  apogee o f  p o o r  taste,” as il a t t a c k in g  a guy like Bren t  wi th  
tancy wo rds  was go ing  to do  a n y th in g .
“You know,  let it go ,” he said,  h o ld i n g  up  a h a n d  a n d  p u s h ­
ing it at me.  “ I ’m sorry  for you th a t  th ings  t u r n e d  o u t  h o w  they  did,  
bu t  d u d e ,  I am  just  here  to do  a job .”
“You ca n ’t jus t wr i t e  a b o u t  h im .  H e  is ru i n i n g  this n e ig h ­
b o r h o o d ,  he is a slob,  he is h u m a n  lu ck in g  garbage  th a t  h a p p e n e d  
to get  lucky.”
Brent  rol led his eyes a n d  p o s i t io n e d  h im s e l f  for p h o to g rap h s .
“ Well ,  if y o u ’re g o n n a  take p ic tures ,  at least get  a few good  
shots  o f  the  fuc k ing  gate,  so people  can k n o w  w he re  to k n o c k  on 
the  d o o r  for tours .  O r  w he re  to dr ive t h r o u g h  the  fu ck in g  th i n g . ”
He just  said,  “W h a te v e r , ” a n d  s t a r t ed  s n a p p i n g  randomly.
I s to o d  there,  w a i t in g  for h im  to say s o m e t h i n g  else. 1 
cou ldn ' t  u n d e r s t a n d  w h y  he w a sn ’t in the  a r g u m e n t .  I r e m e m b e r  
tel ling the  sh r in k  h o w  the  rest o f  the  w or l d  fell away, h o w  I d i d n ’t 
not ice  a n y t h i n g  else, becam e  focused o n  Brent.  T h e  co u r t  s h e n a n i ­
gans,  such as they  were,  later  revealed to me tha t  there  had  ac tual ly  
been kids o u t  on thei r  bikes in the  cul de  sac, th a t  a few worke rs  
had s to p p e d  to wa tch the  crazy guy  yell at the  repor ter ,  t ha t  I had 
in fact crea ted  a spectacle.  T hat  eve ryon e had  w a tc h e d  m e go back 
to the  house  a n d  k n ew  th a t  I was g o in g  to be back.  A n d  so I w o n ­
dered for m o n t h s ,  w he re  was I? W h y  can I on ly  r e m e m b e r  h im  an d  
me in tha t  m o m e n t ?  W h y  di d  I get  so lost?
I r e tu r n ed  to the  yard m o m e n t s  later. I wa lked up  to Brent ,  
gave h im  a li t t le shove,  a n d  said,  “ Leave. You’re no t  w r i t i n g  this 
story. H e  t u r n e d  tow ard  me a n d  I p o k ed  h im  in the  chest ,  hard  
en o u g h  that  he h ad  to s tep  back.  “ I said leave, or  I will sm ack  your  
f uc k ing  bra ins  o u t . ”
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H e stared at me still, and then I s tar ted pun c h in g  him.
I Even when he fell, I punched  him.  Straddled him and  punched  him 
I more. I don  t rem ember  when or why I s topped.  I d o n ’t rem ember  
what  he looked like when  he left. I d o n ’t r em ember  what  I did in 
the m om e n ts  afterward.
I later learned that  when he ran to his Geo  and  drove off  
i, wi th a little spray of gravel, he only drove down the street a hit. 
T h e n  he called the police, who  swiftly came and hooked me for as­
sault,  terroristic threats,  all k inds of things.
An ambulance  arrives and two paramedics  step out .  O n e  o f  the 
paramedics  is a w om an with a curvy figure, and so she is suffering 
Glenn .  He  asks her if the cops are on the way, if she wants  to see the 
tape, as he describes the his tory o f  Reg. She tries to s uppor t  the guy 
she came with,  who  is now hand l ing  me and t rying to de te rmine  
I whether  or not  1 have a concussion.  Carla  is not  saying much ,  but  
’ is looking poin ted ly  at the man  checking me, as if her force o f  will 
can make things bet ter  than  they are.
l hey decide they need som e th ing  else. He  tells me to wait  
j and  looks at Carla as if to say, Make  sure he doesn’t a t t e m p t  to rise 
I and  jog a round  the house.
“ I d o n ’t fucking believe we are in this pos i t ion ,’’ 1 say. “He 
\ had bui lt  that  g o d d a m n e d  castle, w i thou t  a care for anyone  else, 
w i thou t  a th o u g h t  to what  his actions have done ,  with no th ough t  
[ at all, really. He  is a moron  run by his im m edia te  whims.  A little 
= self-control , a little fo re though t ,  and we wouldn ' t  be here suffering 
because of h im . ’’
“ 1 couldn' t  have said it better,” she says. It takes me a m o ­
m en t  before I realize she is not just ta lking abou t  Reg.
“Yeah, well, fine. So then why is no one  arresting his fat ass
! for it?
“ H e  s imply violated a noise ord inance,  t h a t ’s all, you know. 
H e ’s not  ou t  to get you. Th is  is not  some poetic  m o m e n t . ”
My head throbs,  and a new pain stabs in my side for me 
[ wor ry  about .
G le nn  tears himself away from the paramedics  and  walks
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over to us. Sn o o k  has s t ar ted  to bark  ins ide,  aware  o f  the  noise an d  
t u m u l t  outs ide .  “ I ’ll go see to h i m , ” he says.
“W h e r e  the  hell are the  cops ,” I say.
Car la  sighs heavily. S h e ’s m a k i n g  an ef fort  to ho ld  back.  If 
I hadn ' t  just  fallen o f f  a roof,  she m ig h t  be less gent le.  I am  m o m e n ­
tari ly p r o u d  for having  figured th a t  out .
I hear the  pa ram ed ics  tel l ing a d i s p a t c h e r  s o m e w h e r e  that ,  
essentially,  they have c o m e  u p o n  a t em p es t  in a teapot .  I will be 
a lr ight .  1 hear  t h e m  say 1 cou ld  get  up  a walk  r ight  n o w  if I w e ren ’t 
be i ng  co d d le d  by m y  wife.  E ve rybody  seems to have an o p i n i o n  on 
h o w  I’m do ing.
Reg’s c a n n o n  crashes  again  a n d  the  s o u n d  echoes  t h ro u g h  
the  n e i g h b o rh o o d .
Car la  s t ands  a n d  peers t ow ard  the  par am ed ics .  All o f  t h e m  
are t u r n e d  to w ar d  the  castle.  Car la  jogs o f f  to w ar d  th e m .  G l e n n  
is h e lp ing  S n o o k  o u t  the  f r ont  door ,  h o l d i n g  the  screen d o o r  so it 
w o n ’t hi t  h im ,  a n d  S n o o k ’s tail thwac ks  it th ree  t im e  before  he is 
o u t  in the  yard.  M y  keys d ig  in to  m y  side as 1 lean a n d  hoi s t  mysel f 
to my  feet.
I he wo r l d  spins  for a m o m e n t ,  then  r ights  itself. T h e  first 
s tep  is wobbly ,  the  s ec ond  tenta t ive ,  b u t  af ter  a few more ,  I am 
jogg ing in a l ight  hobbl e ,  an d  th en  I am  in the  M u s tan g .  It s tarts 
after  only  a l i tt le co ugh ,  an d  snickers  as 1 back it up.  I t h in k  1 hear  
my nam e ,  b u t  once  I p u t  it in gear an d  let the  p i s tons  f lood wi th  
fuel, let the  en g in e  do w h a t  it so wan ts  to do,  I c a n ’t hear  a n y t h i n g  
except  the  d i r t  o f  Reg’s ersatz lawn kicked up a n d  p u m m e l i n g  the  
back wheel  wells,  the  rods  s h u d d e r i n g  aga ins t  the  unev en  expanse .
I h e  e ng ine  screams sudden ly ,  as if the  muff l er  to ok  a hit  
an d  a hole  has let the  e n g i n e ’s real noise c o m e  o u t — lo u d e r  th en  the  
c a n n o n ,  lo u d e r  t h an  a n y o n e  w h o  m ig h t  be yel l ing to me,  loud like 
applause .  I wait ,  t hen ,  let the  en g in e  d r o w n  o u t  ev e ry th in g  else, 
an d  I wish I had a lance.  T h a t  fat ass w an ts  a castle? Let h im  fight 
a kn igh t .  Let h im  fight  an invas ion.  I close m y  eyes, laugh at the  
image,  t h e n  feel nausea  wash over me,  so I o p en  t h e m  again .  W h e n  
1 do,  h is castle is spang led  in b lue  a n d  red. D u r i n g  the  reverie,  the  
pol ice  ar rived,  the i r  l ights like heralds ,  the i r  voices lo u d  like the  
t a u n t s  of m ara uders ,  an d  w h e n  Reg arrives in the  arch  b e h i n d  the
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por tcu l l i s ,  awash  in the  f lood l ighrs o f  t h e  co p  cars,  I am  thr i l led  
to see he is smal l an d  r id icu lous ,  his m o u s t a c h e  waxed t igh t  as a 
p s y c h o p a th i c  scr ibble  on  the  face o f  a c lo wn .
1 t u rn  off the  car. 1 see C a r l a  in the  rearview,  her  face wet  
a n d  red f rom the  l ights,  her  a r m s  crossed.  In a m o m e n t  1 will let 
her  sit w i th  m e in the  car, a n d  I will t ry  to get  h e r  to bel ieve w h a t  I 
will say, tha t  th ings  will be okay. But  I will need a m o m e n t  mysel f  
to bel ieve it, to abso rb  th a t  in the  next  few m in u te s ,  Reg will get  
a fine. M a y b e  more .  I hey m ig h t  take away the  c a n n o n ,  as it is an 
u n l i cen se d  f i re a rm — a n d  as the  t h o u g h t  occur s  to me,  1 he a r  a co p  
say a lm os t  t h a t  somewdierc b e h i n d  me.
I ’m p a r k e d  at  the  edge o f  my  lawn,  at the  edge o f  the  few 
th ings  left th a t  m ak e  u p  m y  life, a b o u t  to s to r m  a castle,  a n d  I have 
s t o p p e d .  I have  ac tual ly  s to p p e d .  I bet  s o m e w h e r e  the  d a m n e d  do g  
is even laying d o w n ,  n o t  p iss ing on  s o m e t h i n g .  1 ca n ’t wa i t  to tell 
C a r l a  h o w  g ran d  life can be  so m e t im e s .
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J E F F  D O W N E Y
G R E Y L O C K
These mountains, somehow, they play at hide-and-seek, 
and all before ones eyes.
—  H e r m a n  Melville
1.
Still l ite w i t h  rocks  t h a t  wr i te .
Acor ns  lay ing in to  an  a l u m i n u m  shed .
I saw the  yel lows First to t u r n —  
hickory ,  ferns,  d r o u g h t - a d d l e d  b irch .
A tac i t  co nc es s io n ,
m e a s u r i n g  a d o o r  in w i n t e r  
o n ly  to  Find it swol len  in s u m m e r .
“T h e  ch a l len ge  o f d r a w i n g  an el l ipse is t h a t  it m u s t  be  d o n e  w i t h  e n o u g h  speed  
to  en gage  th e  na tu ra l  
‘r o u n d i n g n e s s ’ o f  o u r  reflexes.”
P oe t ry  to s i lence 
as b o u l d e r i n g  is to te ther.
2 .
Roads ides  l i t t e red  w i th  e m pt ie s .
A h o r n e t  u n d e r  th e  c la p b o a r d s  o f  a ho u se  
a b o u t  to  trill.
T h e  a u t h o r  w h o  t re a te d  s en te nc es  l ike c h a p te r s  
sat  at  the  n o r t h  w in d o w ,
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while  the  a u t h o r  w h o  t rea ted  ch a p te r s  like clauses 
w ro te  l o o k in g  past  h im
at the  m o u n t a i n .
3 .
T h e  th ings  t h a t  take me back the  m o s t  h o lo g ram .  
Blue eyes
in a cha rcoal  po r t ra i t .
Passport  p h o t o s  w h e n
travelers were asked to s im p ly  descr ibe  themselves .
I m ag ine  the  prod igal  son,
at o d d s  wi th  w h o m  he t h o u g h t  he was.
Faint  ca ll ing  o f  an au c t i o n  
d o w n  the  st reet .
W i l lo w w ar e  d ec o ra t ed  wi th  story.
Downey
S C A P E G R A C E
In a n o t h e r  s tory  over  coffee,  a m o u n t a i n  l ion acqui res  
a taste for geese, 
w o u l d  eat on ly  geese,  t e r ro r iz ing  w i n t e r  co rn  fields.
Ins t i nc t  as a hab i t  c o m p a r a b l e  to or ig in ,  the  c u c k o o  lays its eggs 
in the  nes t  o f  a warbler ,  
a p lot  s q u a r in g  o f f  in eaves, in grocery  bags,  the  green  k ind ,  
forgot ten
or merely i n o p p o r t u n e ,  h a n g i n g  on  a d o o r k n o b  unt i l  the  checke r  
makes  sure 
you k n o w  w hic h  h a n d  ha ndl es  the  car ton .
Eventua lly  I ’m go in g  to g ro w  a n d  p edd le  flowers jus t  to learn 
the ir  exchange .
Elapsed shelf-l ife s o m e h o w  the  m n e m o n i c  to beauty,
as w h e n  we w e n t  to bu y  a cigar  for the  d ad  w h o  got  us a ro om  
at  the cas ino
a n d  f o u n d  c h a r m i n g  s t r ip malls w he re  d us ty  basebal l  caps 
had  failed to sell
across two unvei led  logos.  In this s tate,  m e m o r y  tu rn s  left 
by fo l lowing  a ju gh and le .
O u r  first g l impse  o f  the ocean  was always on ly  the  bay. We  fed 
ice cubes  to the  t ide,
b r o u g h t  the gulls closer, l ight  s igna l ing  o f f  l imbs ,  neon  
like a tennis  ball s tuc k  in a fence 
whic h  be nd s  ba ckw ard  to gu a rd  an overpass.
You w o u ld  have to really c l im b  to c o m m i t  suicide.
Yet to dr i f t  is to be locked in,
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to  feel at  least s o m e  ease in this g im bal  l an te rn ,  
land c leared by l and lo rd ,
w h e re  the  ha r sher  the  l ight,  the  m o r e  a r o m a t ic  o u r  hai r  a n d  skin.
S p r in g  passes go.
Fields of alfalfa cu red ,  th u s  o cc as io n in g  breath .
1 he  m an  f rom  the  she l t er  they  call p o m e g r a n a t e  h a n d s —  
not  a n o d  to his p i c k p o ck e t in g ,  
b u t  the  io d in e  w i th  w h ich  he t rea ts  his w a te r—
proves  there  are sweeter  d r in k s  to  be  cut  
w i th  s o m e t h i n g  bit ter.
I hey say he ow n s  o n e  share  Berkshire  H a th a w a y  
b u t  w o n ’t sell,
w o u ld  ra th e r  pass on ,  over,  as eve ry th in g  salvageable 
in the  park  next  to the  shel ter,  
every p o w e r l in e  in su la to r  its or ig inal  cobal t .
R e m e m b e r  th e  b i rdseye f rom choir?  T h e  o n e  no te  held 
to  y o u r  d iscre t ion.
C h u r c h  m u t i n g  th r o u g h  a b l a n k e t  p i n c h e d  bet w een  pews 
to fo rm  a ten t .
In the  ac tual  w o o d s  s o m e o n e  has t h r o w n  a s t o p w a tc h  a n d  snorkel .
N o t  g o in g  back.
N e w  to s o m e o n e .  N e w  to  d en a tu r e .
O r ,  as the  l o c k s m i th  warns :
keep the  receipt ,  n ew  keys can be fussy.
New-wise .  O ld -w ise .
The wise d on ' t  have eyes in the i r  head.
T h e y  p lan t  the i r  feet
an d  p ro c eed  bv b lock ing:  a d r a m a t i c  m o n o l o g u e ,  
s tage  beref t
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o f  the  w or ld ,  h o w  the  Q u a k e r s  have long  chosen 
thee  a n d  th o u  over you,
feel ing its b lu rr e d  s ingu lar i ty  u n s u i t e d  
to spi r i tua l  address.
' Id smi le  at  an o ld head o f  garlic in the  f ru it  bowl  s p r o u t i n g  
or  an in fan t  in the  ro a d h o u s e  k i t ch en ,
the  l ine c o o k ’s child ,  w h o m  no o n e  m inds ,  
w h o  appears  a van i sh in g  point .
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A N N E  V A L E N T E
U N T I L  O U R  S H A D O W S  C L A I M  US
The first n ight  he  took  o n e  o f  us, the  C h a l l en g e r  d is in te g ra ted  over 
the  At l an t i c  O c e a n .  W e ’d w a tc h ed  tha t  day f rom o u r  s ec ond-g ra de  
c lassroom at R osew ood  Elementary ,  f rom the  h u d d le d  space o f  the  
mauic  ca rpet  w he re  Mrs .  Levy read to us d u r i n g  s tory  t ime,  wh ere  
she pu l led  the  television close to the  c a r p e t ’s edge a n d  d i m m e d  the  
lights,  like the  movies ,  the  l au nch  as magic  as the  s to ry b o o k s  she 
read to us. W e w a tc h ed  for all o f  t h e m ,  especial ly for the  t e a c h ­
er up  there  in space,  an d  w h e n  the  sh u t t le  ex p loded  on ly  7 3 sec­
on d s  in to  fl ight ,  w h e n  Mrs .  Levy held  a h a n d  to her  m o u t h  an d  
sh u t  o f f  the  television,  we k n ew  on ly  that  s o m e t h i n g  had gone  
w ro ng ,  tha t  the  l ight  b u r s t i n g  onscr een was no t  the  sam e hea r t -  
f lu t tered  spark  o f  f i reworks ,  the  on ly  o t h e r  flare we knew.
At h o m e ,  o u r  pa rent s  w a tc h ed  the  coverage.  We w a tc h ed  
wi th  t h e m ,  over I V d in n e r s ,  over  glasses o f  milk.  W e k n ew  s o m e ­
th i n g  ter r ib le  had h a p p e n e d ,  t h o u g h  we weren' t  sure wha t ,  an d  we 
felt sad an d  s o m e h o w  e m p t y  unt i l  o u r  pa rent s  t ucked  us in to  bed,  
in to  b lanket s  soft  an d  w a rm ,  an d  then  we were  safe again unt i l  we 
woke  an d  heard  the  news whi le  o u r  pa ren ts  p o u r e d  o u r  cereal an d  
l i stened,  a d isas ter  o f  a n o t h e r  k ind ,  a t ragedy far closer to h o m e .
Cra ig  D a v e n p o r t ,  w h o ’d sat next  to us on the  magic  carpet ,  
w h o ’d played ho p sco tch  an d  kickbal l  on  the  p la y g ro u n d  wi th  us, 
w h o  at  l u n ch  had t raded  his juice box for o u r  f rui t  snacks  -  gone,  
taken in the  n ight  f rom his o w n  b e d r o o m ,  the  w i n d o w  still o p en  
w h e n  his par en ts  c a m e  to wake h im  an d  fo u n d  his e m p t y  bed.
T h e r e  were specula t ions ,  no t i ce  of a vehicle,  a n u m b e r  to call 
i f any in f o r m a t i o n  was fo u n d .  I here were o u r  parent s ,  h o ld i n g  us 
close, d r o p p i n g  us o f f  at t he  d oors  to school ,  w a tc h in g  us walk  inside.
But  we knew,  as sure  as we k n ew  the  shape o f  let ters to 
spell o u r  names ,  th a t  at  last h e ’d c o m e  for us. T h a t  w h a t  we'd d o n e  
thos e  few m o n t h s  before ,  the  last i n n o cen t  m o n t h s  o f  o u r  lives, had 
b r o u g h t  all o f  this on .
W e’d co n ju re d  h im  on the  p l a y g ro u n d ,  b r igh t  b lue  O c to b e r ,  o u r  
sweaters  soft as fleece, a d o w n y  barr ier  b e tw een  o u r  skin  an d  the
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cold metal  o f  rungs  a n d  bars.  We c r o w d e d  inside  the  rocket ,  a tall 
s t ru c tu re  p a in te d  the  colors o f  o u r  A m e r i c a n  flag, its d i a m e t e r  large 
e n o u g h  to encase all o f  us, all c lus te red  a r o u n d  a d i sc arded  piece of 
m i r r o r  tha t  d 'om Davies  f o u n d  in the  w o o d c h i p s  ne s t l ing  the  swing  
set. T o m  looked  at each o f  us, fear sc ra tc he d  in t o  the  soft  creases 
o f  his face, a n d  told us o f  the  R o s e w o o d  P h a n t o m ,  the  First t im e  
w e’d heard  the  n am e,  the  first t i m e  the  w ords  s ta in ed  the  r idges o f  
o u r  tongues .
T o m  to ld  us R os e w o o d  ha d  a killer, m a n y  years ago, 
a m an w h o  s tole the  t o w n ’s c h i ld ren  o n e  by one ,  an y  ch i ld  w h o  
da red  to s tep  ou ts id e  b e y o n d  n ightfa l l  a n d  at  t imes ,  even ch i l ­
d re n  tu c k e d  s o u n d l y  in the i r  beds.  I o m  told us the  t o w n s ­
people  f inal ly c a u g h t  h im ,  t o r t u r e d  h im ,  w r a p p e d  h im  in a 
w i n d i n g  sheet ,  th e n  they  b u r ie d  h im  alive b e n e a th  the hills of 
St i l lwater Park,  a d ea th  as te r r ib le  as the  grief  o f  all those  parents .
Pom paused ,  sh if ted  his gaze a r o u n d  the  p e r im e te r  of the  
rocke t ,  said the  s tory  never  e n d e d  there.  H e  told us the  R os ew oo d 
P h a n t o m  w o u l d  ap p e a r  if  we said his n a m e  three  t imes  in to  a m i r ­
ror, even in t o  a b r o k e n  sha rd  neglec ted  a m o n g  w o o d c h ip s .  H e  said 
the  P h a n t o m  w o u l d  em erge  in rags, b lo o d ie d  r e m n a n t s  of the  w i n d ­
ing  sheet ,  to take  the  souls o f  m o r e  ch i ld re n ,  to exact  revenge  on  
o u r  town.  W h e n  Rachel  Vasquez  said I h a t ’s a lie, th a t  s o u n d s  just  
like Blo ody  Mary ,  a ga m e  her  sister p layed tha t  never  w o rk e d ,  I o m  
flashed a glare across all o f  us, told  us h e ’d t r ied  s u m m o n i n g  the  
R o se w oo d P h a n t o m  o n c e  w i th  his babysi t ter ,  in the  b a t h r o o m  of 
his ba se m e n t .  H e  said th e y ’d never  even m a d e  it to th ree ,  th a t  u p o n  
the  s e con d  s u m m o n  the  m i r r o r  began  to shake ,  an eerie w o b b l i n g  
tha t  forced  the  babys i t te r  to t u rn  on  the  l ights,  to m a k e  h i m  p r o m ­
ise h e ’d never  tell his paren ts .  Weeks  later, w h e n  T o m  lost a to o th  
a n d  spa t  red in to  the  b a t h r o o m  s ink ,  he left a d a rk  s ta in  across 
the  porce la in ,  a s tain t h a t  regardless of his m o t h e r ’s s c r u b b i n g  ne v­
er l ig h te ned ,  its c r im s o n  a h a r r o w i n g  r e m i n d e r  o f  the  P h a n t o m ’s 
b l o o d - s t a in e d  rags.
I d o n ’t believe you ,  N ic k  Do rs ey  said.  N ick ,  w h o  never  
be lieved a n y th in g ,  w h o ’d s h o u t e d  tha t  pigs a n d  sp iders  c o u l d n ’t talk 
w h e n  Mrs .  Levy t r ied  to read us C h a r l o t t e ’s Web,  w h o ’d to ld  us all 
last year  th a t  S an ta  w a s n ’t real, t h o u g h  m ost  of us still bel ieved.  Ni ck
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reached in to  the  h u d d l e  a n d  g rabbed  the  shard  of  mirror .  Before T o m  
or  any of us t h o u g h t  to s top h im ,  he ch a n te d  the  n a m e  of the  Ros ew oo d 
P h a n t o m  three  t imes .
We wa i ted ,  o u r  breath  all held as one .  T h e  w in d  picked 
up,  b lew yellowed leaves across the  p lay g ro u n d .  We cou ld  have 
been angry  wi th  Nick ,  b u t  n o n e  o f  us were,  those  few m o m e n t s  
o f  w a i t ing  as del ic ious  as sugar.  A n d  t h e n  n o t h i n g  h a p p e n e d  b u t  
the  s o u n d  of a fa int  scream,  carr ied  across the  b lack to p  o n  a u t u m n  
w in d ,  o n e  lone  call of t r i u m p h  f rom the  fou r -s quare  grids.
Nick  th re w  the  m i r ro r  d o w n ,  called I o m s  bluff,  to ld  us 
gho s t  s tories  were for babies.  1 hen we heard  the  whis t le  b lown  
f rom the  school  doors ,  the  en d  of recess, an d  we c l im b ed  d o w n  
f rom the  rocket ,  d i s b a n d e d  o u r  s u m m i t ,  left the  m i r ro r  shard  a b a n ­
d o n e d  ins ide the  rocket 's  cage. And  th en  three  m o n t h s  later  Cra ig  
D a v e n p o r t  d i sa ppea re d ,  an d  a real rocket  b ro ke  apar t .
T hese were l inks,  imposs ible  to d iscard,  as w e d  so ca re­
lessly d o n e  wi th  the  mirror .
Spr ing  ar r ived early, mel ted  the  icicles f rom  the  tree l imbs b eyond  
o u r  w in d o w s ,  p u s h ed  a space between  us a n d  o u r  n a t i o n ’s lost ro c k ­
et,  an d  even helped  us forget  th e  e m p t y  desk in Mrs .  Levy's class­
room ,  C r a i g ’s penci l  box still inside,  a sign of h o p e  to all of us tha t  
h e ’d  c o m e  back s o m ed ay  for its co n ten t s ,  tha t  h e ’d sit bes ide  us 
again.  We m oved th ro u g h  V a le n t in e ’s Day, the  first  real r e m in d e r  
tha t  C ra ig  was gone,  o u r  shoeboxes  p ape re d  an d  gl i t te red  as m a i l ­
boxes for val ent ines ,  for the  cards  we b r o u g h t  each m e m b e r  o f  the 
class, even Cra ig ,  a pu f fy -p a in ted  box Mis ty  Jones  had m a d e  for 
h im  th a t  sat a to p  his desk,  its mail slot  ove rf lowing  wi th  notes .  But  
then  an early wave o f  w a r m t h  drove the  sn o w  to recede,  drove the  
we ig h t  of C i a i g  f rom o u r  consciences ,  occ u p ie d  ins tead by l ighter  
coats,  by splashed p u dd les  a n d  m u d  un t i l  the  th aw  b r o u g h t  for th  
pol ice,  as readi ly as it d r e w  smal l crocuses  an d  ants.
O n  o u r  broadcas ts ,  new searches -  a new th i rst  for clues,  
h id d e n  all those  weeks  b e n e a th  ha r d -p ac k ed  snow,  new  loca ­
t ions  to inspect ,  n ew  c o m m u n i t y  vo lun tee r s  p repa re d  to slug 
t h ro u g h  s o d d e n  forests,  to d ig  be n e a th  so f tened g r o u n d .  O u r
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parents asked us, at t imes,  if we remembered  anyt hi ng  par­
ticular abou t  Craig,  if we’d seen an y th ing  unusual  that  day. We 
shook ou r  heads no, avoided ou r  parents’ eyes, and on the play­
gr ound  avoided the rocket,  avoided each o ther  al together.
Mr. Ti l lman,  one  o f  Cra ig ’s neighbors ,  had repor ted  seeing 
a st range vehicle on thei r street tha t  day, 1979 Buick LeSabre Es­
tate, a brown s tat ion wagon he'd never seen before, parked a long the 
mailboxes that  af ternoon whi le he watched  dayt ime game shows. 
T h e  police followed that  lead, t hough  that  was all we knew, thou gh  
no other  clues presented themselves unde r  layers o f  snow, finally 
mel ted.  Whi le  ou r  town picked up searching we receded,  kept our  
m o u th s  shut,  and at n ight  locked our  windows t ight,  c rouched  be­
neath  covers, waited  for the  tu rn  o f  doo rknob s ,  the creak o f  panes 
slowly rising.
But n o th ing  came,  no telltale sounds,  not  even br ief  g l im­
mers in mirrors  t houg h we held ou r  breath every t ime we brushed 
our  teeth.  And then March mel ted to April,  and no more  clues were 
fou nd  or pursued,  and early spring slid into full b loom,  tulips and 
hyacinth  l ightening us, relaxing the t ight  cores o f  our  chests,  set­
t ling us into sleep as thei r growing bulbs  guarded our  yards.
And then in late April,  the day after the Chernoby l  disaster, 
after we learned that  over 4 ,000  people had been killed, a radioac­
tive b loo m above two cont inen ts ,  we awoke to a wor ld  til ted even 
fur ther  of f  its axis, a wor ld  that  al lowed Rachel Vasquez to d isap­
pear.
As the police swarmed  our  school and streets in droves, as ou r  par­
ents spread thei r hearts between the Ukra ine  and Rosewood, disas­
ters separated  by seas, we knew for sure tha t  there were no misgiv­
ings, no coincidences .  We knew wha t  w e’d done,  and we knew the 
scope now, un fa thomab le .
W e’d b ro ugh t  these disasters upo n us, and  upon  the world 
as well. By ou r  own im prudenc e,  born  o f  cur iosi ty and no th ing  
else, we'd s u m m o n e d  a mon ster  tha t  took two o f  our  peers from 
thei r parents,  an insatiable f iend that  s t re tched its claws across 
the Ukra ine  as well, tha t  pul led a failed rocket  from the sky. We 
knew the stakes had risen beyon d the height charts l ining ou r  closet
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doors ,  wi th  the  dea th s  o f  m o r e  peop le  th an  we knew  to nam e.
O u r  pa ren t s  ins tal led secur i ty  sys tems, new technology,  
Rachel taken f rom her  b e d r o o m  jus t l ike Craig .  T h e y  b o u g h t  us 
personal  a larms,  tuck ed  mace ins ide  o u r  pockets ,  an arsenal  o f  p r o ­
t ec t ions  th a t  we knew,  even as we accep ted  th e m ,  cou ld  never save 
us, ne i the r  siren n o r  latch ,  n o t  the  t ightes t  o f  bol ts  h u g g in g  o u r  
w in d o w s  shut .  We were n o t  safe, n o n e  of us, an d  we cur led  in to  
ourselves,  grew q u ie te r  as the  police  desc en d ed  u p o n  o u r  streets 
an d  t ried  relent lessly to d e t e r m in e  w h a t  l inks co n n e c t e d  C ra ig  and 
Rachel ,  w h y  R osew oo d,  w h y  this class an d  these  kids?
T o m  Davies  began col lec t ing  meteor s ,  t h o u g h  we all recog­
nized thei r  shapes  as shale.  We w a tc h ed  h im  scour  the  p l ayg ro und ,  
l ine space rock a long his desk,  w he re  he'd wa tch th em  for hours ,  
i g n o r i ng  Mrs.  Levy an d  im ag in in g ,  we were sure,  a n o t h e r  wo r l d  b e ­
yo n d  this one ,  a p l anet  of gen t l er  tilt.  Karen K e t t l em an  s tood  at the  
edge o f  the  swingset ,  d u r i n g  recess, s tared  at the  sun  long e n o u g h  
to b ra n d  an af ter image in to  her  bra in ,  so m e  vision th a t  flashed long 
af ter  she closed her  eyes, s o m e t h i n g  b r igh t  an d  ca p tu r ed  an d  b u r n ­
ing. A n d  Nick  Dorsey  po red  over T w o - M i n u t e  Myster ies,  as i f so lv­
ing t h e m  m ig h t  o p en  a por ta l ,  s o m e  s o lu t io n ,  as if k n o w i n g  how 
Mr.  Deeds  d ied  could  dissolve the  imposs ible  specter  o f  dea th .
W h e n  I r in a  J o h n s o n s  personal  a larm w en t  off in her  b a c k ­
pack,  a b lar ing  s o u n d  thaf  i n t e r ru p t e d  Mrs .  L evy’s s to ry  t ime  an d  
to o k  over five m i n u te s  to f ind whi le  the  s iren blas ted  louder ,  sp l i t ­
t ing  o u r  ears,  lorn at last s ignaled to us, every o n e  of us across the  
magic  ca rpet ,  s o m e h o w  less magical  now,  wi th  a fl icker o f  eyes we 
k n ew  not  to ignore.  In the  library, w h e n  we shou ld  have been f i n d ­
ing book s  for o u r  an n u a l  r e a d a th o n ,  we m et  by the  card ca ta logue 
ins tead,  f l ipped t h ro u g h  m u s ty  ent r ies  unt i l  we fo u n d  the  Rs, then  
R osew ood ,  then  the  R osew ood  P h a n t o m  at last. We  holed  away in 
a de se r ted  corner ,  b e h i n d  y o u n g  adu l t  stacks w here  the  w in d o w s  
leaked in fa int  l ight,  a n d  s canned  o u r  books ,  on ly  two  on  all o f  
Rosew ood ,  unt i l  we fo u n d  the  par ag ra phs  we needed,  the  P h a n t o m  
himself.
W h a t  we fo u n d  sank o u r  hearts,  so litt le i n f o r m a t io n  for so 
m u c h  hu r t .  His  nam e,  u n k n o w n .  Lost over  t ime ,  like every  n a m e  
in the  U k r a in e  that  we d id n  t k n o w  an d  never w ou ld .  All those  par-
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ents ,  also lost,  n o t  even br ie f m e n t i o n  of a w i n d i n g  sheet ,  n o t  the  
rags T o m  p ro m is e d  w o u l d  appear .  T h e  on ly  fact we  c ou ld  f ind was 
o f  a killer, tha t  h e ’d existed,  t h a t  h e ’d b een  b u r ie d  in St i l lwater  Park 
like T o m  said.  But  the  legend  -  just  a story,  a tale to keep ch i l dr en  
f rom w a n d e r i n g  o f f  af ter  dark ,  w i t h  no  w a r n i n g  or  w o r d  of per fect  
sun sh in e ,  of  the sha de  w e d  b r o u g h t  in l ight.
T o m  sat back  on  his heels,  rested his pa lm s  aga inst  his jeans.
1 to ld  yo u  th e re ’d be n o t h i n g ,  said Nick ,  n o t  bel ieving,  even still, 
t h o u g h  his voice c racked  aga inst  its syllables,  o p e n e d  a wa ve r ing  gap 
o f  d o u b t .  H e  wai ted ,  ho ve r ing  w i th  the  rest o f  us, over  bo oks  th a t  
to ld us n o t h i n g  t h o u g h  we l ingered ,  as if  the  b lack  text  be low us 
m i g h t  rear range  itself in to  s o lu t io n ,  in to  an a b s o lu t io n  we craved.
T h e  pol ice  t re kke d  t h r o u g h  o u r  n e i g h b o r h o o d s ,  m a d e  m a p s  an d  
d iag rams.  T h e y  g r a p h e d  every s im i la r i ty  they  kn e w  b e tw een  C ra ig  
a n d  Rache l,  a series o f  qu e s t i o n s  for  the i r  paren ts  th a t  we im ag in ed  
of fered  hope ,  small  ember ,  b u t  also s o m e  heav in g  a n d  w i n d e d  b u r ­
den ,  a s t r e t c h e d - o p e n  b o o k  o f  n o t  k n o w in g ,  o f  pe rh aps  never  k n o w ­
ing, o f  ceaseless,  c r u s h i n g  wai t .
l hey  t ra cked  every Buick  LeSabre Estate,  every color,  
year, every driver.  I hey s c a n n e d  yards  a n d  forests,  swollen  by rain 
an d  spr ing ,  s cour ed  s o d d e n  landscapes  for foo tp r in t s ,  for hairs 
an d  b la nke t  fibers a n d  c lo thes.  In early May,  o u r  local b roadcas t s  
e r u p t e d  for several days w h e n  the  m e d ia  leaked too  early tha t  O f ­
ficer Franks f o u n d  a b l o o d ie d  rag in C r a i g ’s yard,  d i sc arde d  b en ea th  
Mrs.  D a v e n p o r t ’s rosebushes .  W e  lay h i d i n g  in o u r  beds,  n o t  s leep­
ing, s t range  roil o f  s h a m e  a n d  h o p e  a n d  fear, t h a t  th e  rags were  
w h a t  w e ’d wa i ted  for, th a t  this  p roo f  m e a n t  the  P h a n t o m  ha d  been 
s to p p e d ,  b u t  also th a t  o n e  of us w o u l d  have to confess,  th a t  w e d  
k n o w n  all a long  h o w  h e ’d reappeared .
We h o p e d  for an e n d  as m u c h  as we  feared it. I ha t  b lo od  
m e a n t  o u r  c lassmates were  no t  s i m p ly  el sewhere ,  b u t  gone .  We 
i m ag in ed  l imbs,  b ro k e n  or  worse.  W e  im a g in e d  tee th ,  sh a rp  nails,  
rags to c loak  a n d  suffocate.  W e im a g i n e d  the  c r u s h i n g  sensa t ion  
of ha nd s ,  c l a m p e d  d o w n  on  o u r  chest s  whi l e  we slept ,  to gr ip an d  
pull  us away, b e y o n d  w in d o w s,  b e y o n d  the  walls of o u r  ro om s,  a nd
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t h o u g h  so m e  of us had never  k n o w n  re ligion we prayed,  bes ide  o u r  
beds at  n ig h t  af ter  we hea rd  o u r  par en ts  set tle in to  sleep,  tha t  the  
P h a n t o m  was f o u n d ,  tha t  h e ’d never  f ind  us.
But  th en ,  we aw oke to the  m o r n i n g  news.  O n l y  an im al  
b lood ,  a clue th a t  m ig h t  have still s ignaled a lead if n o t  c o n n e c t e d  
im m e d ia t e ly  to Jer icho,  Mrs .  F e in b e rg s  cat,  a n e ig hbor i ng ,  p re g ­
na n t  feline w h o d  b i r th e d  her k i t tens  b enea th  the  D a v e n p o r t s ’ 
po rch .  I he police  had fo u n d  o n e  dead ki t ten  nea r  Mrs .  F e in b e rg s  
syca more  tree, w ra p p ed  loosely in the  rest o f  the  b l ood ied  rag, an 
a t t e m p t  at  burial  by  claw an d  tee th  a n d  Jer icho still h id in g  b enea th  
the  po rc h,  refus ing to c o m e  out .
W e  im ag ined  C r a i g ’s pa ren ts ,  in the i r  h o m e  above this fe­
l ine m o th e r ,  equal ly  sequestered,  equal ly  h e a r tb ro k en .  We felt the  
co m p re s s io n  agains t  o u r  o w n  ribcages,  as those  a s t ro n au ts  m u s t  
have felt before  they  ever reached  o rb i t ,  m is to o k  for gravity,  and 
as every hea r t  in the  U k r a in e  m u s t  have felt as the  blast  e r u p te d ,  
a weight  as u n i m a g i n a b l e  as a p h a n t o m ’s pale hands ,  g r ip p in g  the  
cyl inders  of o u r  necks.
A n d  th en ,  a lull. I h o u g h  the  pol ice  m a i n t a i n e d  thei r  presence ,  
t h o u g h  o u r  a la rm s s tayed in o u r  backpacks .  T h e  trees th ick en ed  
above us, leaves sho t  f rom the i r  b ra nches ,  a c a n o p y  o f  green l ight 
t ha t  grew s teadi ly  da rke r  t h ro u g h  May. We walked to school  in 
pairs,  or  threes,  o r  o u r  families drove us, or  we took  th e  bus  d o o r  to 
door ,  drivers paid  by o u r  par en ts  to wait ,  to w a tch us dash inside.  
We w a r m e d  gradu al ly  again to  o u r  c la ssroom,  a space th a t  felt safe 
de sp i t e  holes,  des pi te  the  gap in g  abs ence  o f  two desks,  R ache l ’s p e n ­
cil box k eep in g  vigil a lo ngs ide  C r a i g ’s. M a n d y  N e w m a n  bra id ed  
f r ie ndsh ip  bracelets  for Rachel ,  o n e  for every  we ek  sh e ’d been gone.  
M is ty  Jon es  kep t  watch over  C r a i g ’s Valent ine  box,  still a to p  his 
desk,  a sca t te r ing of n e w  notes  left for his b i r thday,  a n n o u n c e d  on  
the  in te rc o m  as R o s e w o o d ’s b i r th d ay s  were bu t  w i t h o u t  the  fanfare 
of cupcakes ,  of a t r ip  to the  p r i n c i p a l ’s office for ce le b ra to ry  pencils  
a n d  erasers.
O u r  c l ass room,  a smal l co co o n ,  an d  even day l ight  itself, 
so m e  solace. But at  dusk ,  w h e n  o u r  n e i g h b o r h o o d  lights f looded
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on,  we w h ip p ed  h o m e  on o u r  bikes,  spokes  w h i r r in g  wi th  wind ,  
or  we stayed h o m e  al together ,  w a tched f rom o u r  w ind ow s  as the 
s t ree t lamps fl ickered on and  poo led l ight.  We could  see them ,  
f rom our  beds,  i l lumined  circles tha t  at any m o m e n t  we expected to 
break wi th  the  flash o f  a shadow,  a f lu t ter  o f  torn  rags.
Yet even still, the  pulse o f  s u m m e r  a p p r o ach in g  soo thed  
us, the  days gro wing warmer,  then  w a rm er  still unt il  o u r  final days 
o f  class had c o m e  an d  gone,  ce lebra ted wi th  kickball  an d  popsicles,  
wi th  an o u t d o o r  field day an d  wi th  l inger ing last looks at o u r  class­
room,  as we waved Mrs.  Levy goodbye.  1 hen we were on  o u r  own,  
no classmates an d  no carpet ,  an d  no pencil  boxes to re m in d  us of 
wha t  we’d lost, o f  wha t  we’d cast away wi th  a chant ,  a s u m m o n in g .
We spen t  o u r  days splashing at the  pool ,  g u a r d in g  l em onade  
s tands,  t h u m b i n g  th ro u g h  o u r  s u m m e r  reading lists, full sun be a t ­
ing above us, a l ight br igh t  en o u g h  to erase the  shade we’d shared.  
We felt ou r  parents  relax, ca lmed by sun,  by w a r m th  an d  no news 
on o u r  television screens,  an d  we stayed up late, had sleepovers,  
w a tched  C u jo  an d  Carr ie ,  films we were still too  y o u n g  to see, films 
we co u l d n ’t help bu t  watch.  T h e  thrill  felt illicit, a t ransgression 
all the  same b u t  one  that  felt hones t ,  an d  o u r  gui lt  slid away, ou r  
worry,  on  the  u n e n d i n g  calm o f  each day. We had picnics  w i th  our  
families,  chased ice cream t rucks ,  he lped o u r  parents  make sun tea, 
left on  the  back porch to steep in sunshine .  We even marveled at 
fireworks on July Four th ,  le t t ing  ourselves fall si lent  an d  hushed  
beneath  the  glare of thei r  sp lendor ,  an d  for only  a m o m e n t  t h o u g h t  
o f  the  space sh u t t le ’s sparks,  an un bea rab le  trail of light no w faded.
We knew the  pol ice still searched.  We wa tc hed  thei r  cars 
patrol  past  the  pool ,  saw th em  s ta t ioned on o u r  streets.  But  the  long 
days, tha t  lack o f  dark,  let us forget  the  th ings  w e ’d do ne ,  let us off  
the ho o k  by keep ing us f rom one another ,  no  collective conscience ,  
no  reminde rs  in the  glances we shared,  in looks we no w  avoided.
A n d  then  in August ,  when  o u r  class lists posted ,  we walked 
wi th  ou r  parents  to the  school doors  an d  felt o u r  dread re turn .  We 
saw o u r  nam es listed together ,  heard  o u r  parents  exclaim joy, tell us 
w e d  move th ro u g h  th i rd  grade wi th  ou r  fr iends,  Mr.  Jeffriess class, 
no longer  Mrs.  Levy’s magic carpet  b u t  tog ethe r  all the  same.  1 he 
sun felt s t range above us as we walked ho m e,  an d  as we lay awake at
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n ight  an d  felt s u m m e r  receding,  even in restless heat,  in the  s t retch  
o f  weeks  we still had unt i l  Labo r  Day.
T h e n  in late August ,  full sun overhead ,  we aw oke to an 
exp los ion  o f  ca rb o n  diox ide  in C a m e r o o n ,  the  u n im a g i n a b l e  de a th s  
o f  t h o u s a n d s  o f  people ,  so m a n y  l ivestock,  an d  to the  d i sappea ra nce  
o f  N ick  Dorsey,  g o n e  before  school  ever began.
We sat before  televisions , forgot  o u r  bicycles,  o u r  boo ks  an d  s w i m ­
suits.  T h e  R osew ood  pool  closed,  o f f  l imi ts for safety unt i l  fu r th e r  
not ice.  Police c row ded  o u r  streets,  flash o f  b lue  an d  red l ights a r ­
tificial ben e a th  sun,  a heat  th a t  bore  d o w n  heavily an d  s im m e re d  
agains t  b lacktop .  We w a tc h ed  FBI agents  fan t h r o u g h  o u r  c o m ­
m u n i t y  an d  saw repor ters  q u es t ion  o u r  neigh bo rs ,  in terviews we 
w a tc h ed  on  local b ro adcas t  a n d  b ey o n d ,  d is appea ranc es  swel led to 
nat ional  news n o w  as well.
We w a tc h ed  o u r  televisions for N ick  Dorsey,  an d  for R a­
chel an d  Craig ,  b u t  also for C a m e r o o n ,  all those  people ,  all those  
animals ,  a c loud  o f  a sphy xia t ion  over Lake Nyos  that  we felt enclose 
o u r  o w n  throat s  as well ,  a co n s t r i c t io n  o f  l u n g  a n d  air sac a n d  cell 
tha t  m a d e  som e  o f  us wake in the  n igh t  scr eaming ,  the  f looded re­
l ief o f  gasped oxygen at o n ce  a reprieve,  a re quiem.  T h a t  we cou ld  
breathe ,  th a t  we were alive. But  tha t  we aw oke  at all, to this wor ld ,  
a w or ld  no longe r  ours .  We  im ag ined  su ffoca t ion ,  w h a t  tha t  lack o f  
b reath  m ig h t  m ean .  We feared the  shape  o f  o u r  o w n  organs ,  tha t  
o u r  lungs  cou ld  fail us, tha t  o u r  hearts  c ou ld  ever s p u t t e r  a n d  cease, 
an d  th a t  we held th ings  b ea t i ng  ins ide o f  us, th ings  w e ’d never  fully 
u n d e r s t a n d  or  see, th ings  w'e c o u l d n ’t t rust .
O u r  par en ts  held  us, close. T h e y  m ad e  o u r  beds,  washed  
o u r  d ishes ,  sang us lul labies an d  read us b e d t i m e  stories,  t h o u g h  we 
k n ew  as well as t h e m  tha t  we were too old  now,  too  m a tu re d .  We 
felt th em  wra t c h in g  us, at t imes ,  whi le  we p r e te n d e d  to sleep, never 
k n o w i n g  if they  w a tc h ed  us b rea the  o u t  o f  love, or  i f  they  w a tc hed  
the  w i n d o w s  b ey o n d  o u r  beds ,  s t a n d in g  guar d  for the  threats  pressed 
like p a lm p r i n t s  agains t  o u r  panes.
Craig' s par en t s  began to see R ache l s ,  b e y o n d  p leasa n t ­
ries they'd once  ex chan ged  at p a r en t - t e ac h e r  n ights ,  a c o m m u n a l ,
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shared  g r i e f  th a t  lessened the i r  ow n .  A n d  N i c k ’s m o t h e r  app ea re d  
o n  te levis ion,  his fa ther  lo ng  g o n e  f r o m  d ivorce ,  m a d e  pleas for 
her  son to r e tu rn  h o m e ,  to s top  these  jokes a n d  this  s n e a k in g  ou t ,  
her  sk ep t ic i sm  the sa me  as Nick's ,  th a t  his o p e n  w i n d o w  m e a n t  he 
left on  his ow n .  But  th e n  five days  passed,  a n d  her  pleas t u r n e d  to 
prayers,  soft  s u p p l i c a t i o n  f ea th e r in g  her  voice t h o u g h  a ha rd  anger  
b r o a d e n e d  b e n e a t h  it, her  eyes leveled at the  ca me ra ,  t e l l ing w h o ­
ever to o k  her  son  to just  b r in g  h i m  h o m e ,  now.
T h e s e  en t rea t i es  b ro k e  us, spl i t  deep  c racks t h r o u g h  a s u m ­
m e r  e n d in g ,  a s t re tch  o f  m o n t h s  we  k n e w  was never  carefree,  never 
everlas t ing,  on ly  b r i e f  a m n e s t y  f rom the  w e ig h t  o f  ourselves .  We 
con s id e re d  the  grav ity  o f  an e x p l o d i n g  lake, its lack o f  co in c id en ce ,  
h ow  d a n g e r  lu rk ed  b e n e a t h  th e  sur face  o f  all th in gs  a n d  h o w  the  
ear th  he ld so m a n y  secrets,  in C a m e r o o n ,  in S t i l lwater  Park.  We 
felt th e  r u p t u r e  b e n e a t h  us, nea rb y  park,  an u n k n o w n  c e m e t e r y  d i s ­
t u r b e d  a n d  heav in g  its s h a d o w  across o u r  to w n ,  across the  A t la n t i c  
as well ,  an oc ean  th a t  sepa ra te d  us f rom  rad i a t io n ,  f rom  p o i s o n o u s  
b l o o m ,  t ha t  sw al lowed shards  o f  rocke t  as they  d is in te g ra te d .
T h e  school  year  ca me ,  w i t h o u t  o u r  w a n t i n g ,  b e y o n d  so ­
bered  Labor  D a y  ce leb ra t io ns ,  no  ba rbecues  or  last swims .  T h e  pool  
re m a i n e d  c losed,  wa te r  d r a i n i n g  slowly, a m u r k y  p o n d  of st i l led 
glass t h a t  c a u g h t  leaves s ha ken  f rom  trees.  O u r  n e i g h b o r h o o d s  an d  
parks  kept  cur fe w  pas t du sk ,  no  c o o k o u t s  or  b ike  rides,  the  st reets  
d e se r te d  a n d  s i lent .  T h e  FBI r e m a i n e d  in Ro se w o o d ,  s to o d  gua rd  
ou ts id e  o u r  school ,  a lo ngs id e  pol ice a n d  p a re n t s  a n d  c o m m u n i t y  
vo l un tee rs ,  a wall  o f  p r o t e c t i o n  to keep us safe. But  o u r  c lass room 
no  longe r  was,  n o t  c o c o o n  n o r  nest ,  n o t  a place th a t  felt s o u n d  wi th  
so m a n y  go ne ,  so m a n y  missing.  Mr .  Jeffries w e l c o m e d  us, had  us 
gl i t t er  ne w  nam e ta gs ,  a r r a n g e d  us in desk po ds  th a t  were  full, no 
miss ing  desks,  no  vigi led penc i l  boxes.  But we  knew,  as well as he 
knew, a misg i v in g  we hea rd  b e n e a t h  his voice,  b r ig h t  b u t  clear  as he 
began  his first lesson on  life sciences th a t  we were those  kids,  f rom 
Mrs.  Levy’s class, those  kids  w h o  were c o n n e c t e d  by inexpl icab le  
l ines,  by i rrevocable  b o u n d s .
Mis t y  Jone s  was th e  first to act  ou t .  D u r i n g  s to ry  t ime ,  no  
magic  ca rp e t  b u t  a n o o k  o f  the  ro o m ,  she s tayed  at her  desk  as we all 
m o v ed  to the  corner ,  her  face c r u m p l e d  a n d  red before  she  s m a s h e d
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he r  penc i l  box  a g a in s t  he r  desk ,  its c o n t e n t s  s p l i n t e r e d  a n d  ra t t l in g .  
Mr .  Jef fr ies lo o k e d  up ,  rose f r o m  his r o c k i n g  c h a i r  in t h e  n o o k ,  
h u t  M i s t y  was  a l r eady  g o n e ,  ran  f ro m  th e  r o o m ,  a n d  h id  in t h e  last 
b a t h r o o m  stall u n t i l  h e r  f a th e r  p i c k e d  he r  u p  early. 1 he n  th e r e  was 
Karen  K e t t l e m a n ,  w h o  n e v e r  c a m e  in s id e  f r o m  recess,  w h o  a l ready  
had  pol i ce  t r a c k i n g  th e  p e r i m e t e r s  o f  sc hoo l  for  her  be for e  th ey  
f o u n d  her,  c u r l e d  u p  in s id e  t h e  ro ck e t ,  a w a k e  h u t  u n m o v i n g ,  a n d  
sh iv e r in g  t h o u g h  S e p t e m b e r  s u n  still b o r e  d o w n  b r i g h t  above .
W e  all felt  u n h i n g e d ,  t h o u g h  Mr .  Je ffr ies t r i ed  his h a rdes t  
to  c a lm  us,  an e f for t  t h a t  b r o k e  o u r  hea r t s  as m u c h  as o u r  p a r e n ts  
c o n c e r n  for  us d id ,  t h e i r  w o r r i e d  g lances  we  saw a n d  i g n o re d .  W e  
go t  i n to  first  f i s t f ights ,  s l a m m e d  each  o t h e r  aga in s t  c o r r i d o r  walls ,  
a so l i d i t y  t h a t  felt sa t i sfy ing.  W e  r e m e m b e r e d  th e  s e n s a t i o n  of  fist 
a g a in s t  s k i n  as we  t r ie d  to  fall asleep,  he ld  t h e  fee l ing  c lose ag a in s t  
o u r  f i nge r t ip s ,  a m e m o r y  o f  t a n g ib i l i t y  to hea t  hack ,  to  d r o w n  o u t  
th e  w i n d o w p a n e s  b e y o n d  th e  foo t  of  o u r  beds .
W e  s t r u g g le d  t o g e t h e r  ins id e  t h e  c o n f i n e s  o f  a c l a s s ro o m ,  
t h a t  first week  a p r e l i m i n a r y  tas te,  s o m e  te r r ib le  f o r e s h a d o w i n g  o f  
w h a t  th e  year  w o u l d  b r i n g ,  w h a t  we  w o u l d  force  our se lve s  to  e n ­
d u r e .  W e  l o n g e d  for  N i c k ’s d i s t r u s t ,  a t ra i t  w e d  o n c e  h a t e d  h u t  
a c h e d  for  in e a rn es t ,  s o m e  c h e c k e d  ra t i ona l i ty ,  a vo ice  to  tell us 
th i s  wasn  t ou r s ,  th i s  w asn  t w h a t  we  d d o n e .  W e  ran o u r  h a n d s  
over  c a v e r n o u s  abse n c e ,  in d e l i b le  as ink  in th e  w o o d e n  swir ls  of  o u r  
desks ,  l ines we  t r ac ed  d u r i n g  lessons  th a t  never  led b a c k  to Rache l ,  
to  C r a ig ,  t h o u g h  we p e e k e d  s o m e t i m e s  i n t o  M rs .  Levy’s c la s s ro o m ,  
at  th e i r  o n c e - f u l l  desks,  at  th e  m agi c  c a r p e t  o f  w h a t  w e ’d  be en .
A n d  ye t  we  still he ld  h o p e ,  s p u t t e r i n g  f lame,  a t in y  spar k  
he ld  cap t i v e  ins id e  h o l l o w e d  m a r r o w  to p r o t e c t  f r o m  w i n d ,  e x t i n ­
g u i s h i n g  gus ts ,  t h a t  t h e r e  was  m o r e  for  us t h a n  this .  At  n i g h t ,  we  
w a t c h e d  t h e  g l o w i n g  s tars g lu e d  ag a in s t  o u r  ce i l ings  a n d  i m a g i n e d  
life b e y o n d  thi s ,  s o m e w h e r e  o lder ,  a p lace  w h e r e  th i s  w o u l d  e n d ,  
w h e r e  w e  w o u l d  u n f u r l  l ike c r ocuses  a n d  b eg in  anew.
Bu t  at  th e  e n d  o f  t h a t  first  w eek ,  just  f o u r  days  i n t o  th e  
school  year,  w e  l ea rne d  t h a t  t e r ro r i s t s  g r o u n d e d  a p la n e  in P aki s t an ,  
h i j ack ed  w i t h  3 6 0  p e o p l e  o n  b o a r d ,  t h a t  t w e n t y  o f  t h o s e  p e o p l e  ha d  
b e e n  ki l led.  W e  also le a rn e d  t h a t  I r in a  J o h n s o n  h a d  d i s a p p e a r e d  
o v e r n i g h t ,  a n d  o u r  s p u t t e r i n g  f lame  b le w  o u t .
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We w a t c h e d  an anger  e r u p t  in Ro se wo od ,  a rage kep t  b o t t l e d  tor  
m o n t h s .  We w a t c h e d  T r i na ’s fa ther  col lapse o n  his po rch ,  d u r i n g  
a press conf e re nc e  n o t  un l ike  the  ones N i c k ’s m o t h e r  ha d  e n d u r e d ,  
w a tc h e d  the c o n t o u r s  o f  his face b e n d  w i th  fury  a n d  w i th  sorrow. 
We  w a tc h e d  c o m m u n i t y  vo lu nt ee rs  b e c o m e  vigi lantes a n d  grab 
the ir  gu ns  d u s te d  o f f  f rom cellar gu n  cases, m e a n t  for h u n t i n g  an d  
s h o o t i n g  cans,  pu l led  for th  f rom s torage  to kill. We felt any  f lame 
w e’d she l tered b u r n  slowly d o w n  to c inder ,  an ash car r ied o f f  on 
drafts .  W h a t  ho r ror s  b lew th r o u g h  to w n  seeped inside  us, no  a i r ­
t igh t  seals, o u r  m e m b r a n e s  as pe rm e a b le  as o u r  w in do ws.
Be yon d culpabi l i ty,  b e y o n d  ho pe ,  we felt s o m e t h i n g  
change ,  s o m e t h i n g  i m m i n e n t  a n d  m en ac in g .  A space  shut t le ,  ra­
d ioac t ive  c loud ,  an explos ion  o f  lake a n d  gas -  these were  things  
no  o n e  ha d  rendered ,  disasters  w i t h o u t  in te n t ,  all t err ible ,  te rr ible  
acc idents .  But  this,  a v io len t  siege, a d isas te r  m o re  de l ibera te ,  mo re  
ca lcu la ted ,  a n d  so m u c h  closer  in proximi ty ,  on ly  two weeks  be ­
tween  N ic k  a n d  T r i na ’s d i s appearances .  We felt a heaviness  span  the  
At lan t ic ,  b la nke t  o u r  chests ,  the  fear o f  all those  families,  so m u c h  
bruta li ty,  a m ir ro r  held aga ins t  o u r  own.  W e  felt the  gravi ty o f  ou r  
ow n  v iolence,  o f  a c ha in  set in m o t i o n  a n d  n ow  o f  iner tia ,  a gravi ty 
as c r u s h in g  as a p h a n t o m ’s ho ve r ing  presence,  his s h a d o w  cast long  
across o u r  ho m es ,  o u r  b e d r o o m s ,  as the  S e p t e m b e r  sun  sank  u n d e r  
its o w n  heavy  weight .
We c o u l d n ’t avoid each o ther ,  n o t  a n y m o re .  We  c o u l d n ’t 
ignore the  shared  b u r d e n  o f  o u r  ac t ions  a n d  inac t ions ,  w i th  ou r  
classmates  miss ing  a n d  the  w o r l d  a r o u n d  us co llapsing ,  as m u c h  as 
we c o u l d n ’t ignore  o u r  col lect ive h o p e  b u r n e d  d o w n ,  gasped  away 
on  a t rain  o f  u n f a t h o m a b l e  loss.
So w h e n  d u r i n g  recess T o m  Davies  c a u g h t  o u r  eyes, each 
of us w a t c h i n g  the  o ther ,  we a l lowed ourselves  to m ove  wordlessly 
to the  rocke t ,  pu l led  by c o m m o n ,  m a g n e t i c  force.  W e  c ro w d e d  i n ­
side the  s t r u c t u r e ’s cage, o u r  separa te  sh adow s po o le d  b e n e a th  sun ,  
m e ld ed  dark ly  in to  one .
A fami l ia r  s u m m i t ,  an anniversary,  whe re  near ly  a year ago 
we'd b r o u g h t  thi s on  ourselves.  I he  enc lo sed  space of the  rocke t  felt 
wistful ,  as if  we were  y o u n g  again,  as if  we  h ad  a c h a n c e  to take  this 
back ,  to dec ide  aga inst  sp eaki ng  a n d  s u m m o n i n g .  But  there  was no
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Nick,  no Rachel ,  a p r o f o u n d  lack th a t  cast ev e ry th in g  in t ru e  l ight.
1 here was no I r ina ,  no  C ra ig  hovered over m i r ro r  shards ,  f r iends  
w e ’d heedlessly t rade d  for novelty,  f lee t ing thri l l .  T o m  looked at 
us, wa i t ing ,  an d  Mis ty  Jones  b lu r t ed  o u t ,  We  cou ld  d ig  h im  up,  we 
co u ld  set h im  free. We held o u r  bre ath ,  a t h o u g h t  w e d  all shared,  
o u r  bra ins  g ra vi ta t ing  w i t h o u t  cease toward  the  grave o f  St i l lwa­
ter Park. But  lorn  said no,  w e d  be to o  obvious ,  w i th  the  pol ice 
an d  FBI ,  vol un tee r s  s w a r m in g  the  streets.  A n d  St i l lwater Park was 
c losed,  he  said,  at d u sk  d u e  to curfew,  an d  w he re  w o u ld  we find 
shovels? W o u l d  we have the  s t rengt h  to dig?
T o m  w a tc h ed  us a m o m e n t ,  an d  we knew' then  that  he'd 
fo r m e d  a p lan.  I will have a party,  he said. His  b i r thday,  two weeks 
aw'ay. We w o u ld  all he invi ted ,  w o u ld  share  cake an d  ice cream,  
h u t  w h en  his pa rent s  w e n t  hack upstai rs ,  t ime  a lone  he knew' t h e y ’d 
g ra n t  us, w-e w'ould ga the r  in the  b a s e m e n t  b a t h r o o m .  We w o u ld  
s u m m o n  the  R osew oo d P h a n t o m ,  jus t  as he an d  his babys i t ter  had 
d o n e  before,  away f rom the  rocket  an d  the  p l ay g ro u n d ,  f rom the  
w atchfu l  eyes o f  teachers.  We w o u ld  at last close this por ta l .  We 
w o u ld  send  h im  h o m e  an d  aw'ay f rom us forever.
W h e n  lorn  f in i shed speaking,  n o n e  o f  us said a wor d.  We 
felt relief, to finally sense closure,  so m e  schem a t ic  o f  s t ru c tu re  to 
reign in this chaos .  We felt e m b o l d e n e d  by solidity,  a p lan  of ac­
t ion  to eradicate  all unce r ta in ty ,  to place pow er  hack in o u r  hands ,  
every power  w e d  lost. But  we w'ere f r ig h ten ed ,  w'ordless in terror,  
of a specter  w e ’d on ly  im ag ined ,  o n e  we'd seen in no m ore  than  
f lu t t e r i ng  cu r ta in s ,  in s h apesh if t i ng  circles of poo led  s t ree t l ight ,  a 
p h a n t o m  that  had t respassed o u r  borders ,  th a t  had h a u n t e d  us all 
these m o n t h s  a n d  w o u ld  n o w  he b ro u g h t  in to  the  realm o f  real, an 
inev i tab i l i ty  we f l inched to face.
We h ave to d o  this,  lorn  said, an d  we k n e w  how' r ight  he 
was. We k n ew  the  w ord  right ,  as well as w e d  k n o w n  it th en ,  t h o u g h  
k n o w i n g  c leared no  pa th  for us, no  we l l -worn  rout e  to mercy.  
O n  the  day of I o m ’s b i r t h d a y  party,  o u r  pa ren ts  drove us willingly.  
A d i s t r ac t ion ,  so m e  flash o f  joy am id  weeks  o f  pani c ,  an d  s u p e r ­
vised,  all of us in o n e  place,  all of us safe in ce lebra t ion  b ene a th  
the  w a tch  of I o m ’s parents .  We  wore  pa r ty  hats,  festive cones .  We 
b ro u g h t  gifts,  ate cake,  no t  ca r in g w h e th e r  w'e ga rn ered  a co r n e r
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piece or  the  m id d le ,  the  a m o u n t  of  ic ing so trivial in the  wake  of 
o u r  task. W e p i n n e d  tails on  a donk ey ,  we  w a t c h e d  lo rn  o p e n  his 
gifts.  We  w o n d e r e d  w h e t h e r  his pa re n ts  knew,  T o m ’s lack of  zeal 
for each gif t  o p e n e d ,  o r  if they  a s s u m e d  on ly  the  heavy sh ad e  o f  o u r  
miss ing  c lassmates ,  sh ared  ce le br a t io ns  no  lo nger  shared ,  o u r  s a n c ­
tu a ry  f r ac tur ed  a n d  br o k en .  W h e n  I’o m  Finished o p e n i n g  gifts a n d  
asked i f  we  c ou ld  watc h  c a r to o n s  by ourse lves,  they  d i d n ’t hesi ta te ,  
mo ved  ups tai r s ,  of fered us the  a l loca ted  so l i tu de  they  m u s t  have 
guessed we needed .
W h e n  T o m  hea rd  the  d o o r  to the  b a s e m e n t  sh u t ,  he  raised 
the  v o l u m e  on  th e  te levision ,  g a th e re d  us in t o  the  b a t h r o o m ,  lit a 
c and le  a n d  t u r n e d  o f f  th e  l ights.  T h e  p i t c h - d a r k  s ta r t led  us, no 
w in d o w s ,  no  l ight  a n d  no  sun ,  b u t  o n ly  a f lame cas t in g  o u r  faces in 
e therea l  glow, a n d  i l l u m i n i n g  the  ou t l in e s  o f  the  m i r r o r  a n d  sink,  
T o m ’s b l o o d s ta in  still d a r k e n i n g  its edge.
W e ’ve c o m e  to s u m m o n  you ,  T o m  began ,  to drive  you  back 
f rom w he re  yo u  came.  His  i n t r o d u c t i o n  felt forced,  even to us, 
a n d  s o m e  of us laugh ed ,  giggled in t o  o u r  h a n d s ,  o u t  of  n e r v o u s ­
ness, we  knew,  n o t  h u m o r .  T o m  s te p p e d  in f ron t ,  before  all of  us, 
l eaned  his face close to the  mir ror ,  above  f lame.  T h e  can d le  lit his 
face f rom  b e n e a th ,  like f lashl ights he ld  b e n e a th  ch in s  before  c a m p ­
fires, for  gh os t  stories,  a t e r ror  we  longed  for, s o m e t h i n g  foreign 
a n d  lost.  T h e n  Fom t u r n e d  to us. Say it w i t h  me,  he  said.  A n d  
t h o u g h  o u r  hear t s  d r u m m e d  a n t h e m s  ins ide  o u r  chests ,  t h o u g h  o u r  
te m ple s  b r o k e  smal l  beads of  sweat ,  we s to o d  as tall as we  k n e w  
how, s t r a ig h t e n e d  o u r  backs,  like w e’d learned  to d o  before  scoliosis 
tests,  like w e’d d o n e  aga ins t  he i g h t  char t s .
Karen  K e t t le m a n ,  th e  qu i e tes t ,  said it first. Ro se w ood  
P h a n t o m .  T h e  w o rd s  on  her  t o n g u e  r i p p ed  chil ls across o u r  skin,  
p r ick led  follicles. But  we  said it w i th  her,  R o s e w o o d  P h a n t o m ,  a n d  
t h o u g h t  of  Cra ig ,  o f  Rache l ,  o f  I r ina .  We let go o f  the i r  penc il  
boxes,  the i r  f r ie nds h ip s  bracele ts ,  h a n d e d  over  o u r  need  o f  vigil,  o f  
m e m or y .  W e  t h o u g h t  of  N i c k  a n d  yea rn ed  for  h im  the  m os t ,  to tell 
us this  l egend  was for  c h i ld ren ,  th a t  there  was n o t h i n g  to fear.
A n d  t he n ,  as we  w a tc h e d ,  the  m i r r o r  began  to t re mb le .  We 
w a t c h e d  T o m  wince ,  for  o n ly  a m o m e n t ,  a n d  th en  he said it first, 
the  s e cond  c h a n t ,  the  fugu e  of o u r  voices all water fa l l i ng  b e h i n d
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hi m .  W c hea rd  ourselves speak as the  m i r ro r  v ibra ted  an d  sho ok ,  
and  for o n ce  we felt weight less ,  o u r  gui l t  f loated  an d  hover ing ,  even 
a m o n g  terror,  the  greatest  w e ’d  k n o w n ,  every fear we'd held secret 
escaped an d  at han d .
T h e  m i r ro r  ra t t led  agains t  the  wall,  a noise d r o w n e d  by 
ca r to o n s  b e y o n d  the  b a t h r o o m ,  a m u t e d  blare tha t  sp iked  an ache 
ins ide o u r  bones ,  to be there  w a tc h in g  an d  no t  here.  But  we felt 
r ight,  a right  T o m  had p re pa re d  us for, we felt so f ea th e re d  an d  
l ight,  no t  just  for o u r  c lassmates  b u t  for everyone,  those  a s t ron aut s ,  
each plane  passenger,  every voice c h o k e d  s ilent  by poison c lou d or 
b lo o m  that  we p u s h e d  the  last s u m m o n  f rom ourselves,  for t h em  
an d  for all o f  us, Rosew ood  P h a n t o m ,  Rosew ood  P h a n t o m ,  Rose­
w o o d  P h a n t o m .  Wc screamed  it for  w h a t  w e d  d o n e ,  for w h a t  w e d  
s tayed s i lent  no t  d o i n g  a n d  for every life ahe ad  of us, every disas ter  
aver ted ,  for everyo ne  we im ag ined ,  every  m o m e n t  big an d  b e a u t i ­
ful a n d  rolled before  us, u n sc r ip ted .  A n d  as we spoke,  the  m i r ­
ror s to p p ed  shak ing ,  a n d  a fogged swirl appeared  in the  cen te r  o f  
the  mirror .  A n d  th e n  the  ca nd le  b lew ou t ,  qu ick  eclipse,  an d  lorn 
f l icked o n  the  l ights an d  we s to o d  together ,  all of us there,  every one 
o f  us wi ld-eyed a n d  breathless  a n d  still.
After  the  N e w  Year, af ter we w a tc h ed  the  ball d r o p  w i th  o u r  
parent s ,  w i sh in g  t he  year g o o d b y e  in the  qu ie t  pr ivacy o f  o u r  hearts,  
a year we wished  to  never  see again ,  the  FBI caugh t  a m an  in Il­
l inois,  1979 Buick LeSabre  Estate,  his vehicle l inked to Rosewoo d .  
T h e y  ca u g h t  h im  in a mote l  w i th  a n ine -year -o ld  girl,  still alive, 
r e tu r n e d  her  to her  parents ,  spread the  news across Rosew ood  an d  
across the  w ho le  n a t io n ,  Rosew ood  killer caugh t ,  Rosew ood  ter ror  
laid to rest.
We grew up,  in spite of ourselves.  We  never  k n ew  the  stain 
o f  k id n a p  or  m u r d e r  again ,  no t  af ter  tha t  year, had c lassroom b i r t h ­
days a n d  H a l low e en  c o s t u m e  parades ,  the  same as every  o t h e r  kid.  
We  g ra d u a t ed  in to  j u n i o r  h igh,  th en  high school ,  b l o o m e d  ins ide 
the  sof tness  o f  first kisses, first dances ,  held each o t h e r  aw kw ard ly  
b e n e a th  b an n e r s  a n d  before  p h o to g r a p h e r s ,  m ad e  ac h in g  s teps  to 
co n n e c t .  Wc  never spok e of the  Rosew ood  P h a n t o m  again ,  grew 
ap a r t  gradual ly,  b e y o n d  ini tial ly c o m p a r i n g  w h a t  we saw, w h a t  we 
m igh t  never  have seen.  Tom Davies  swore  he saw to rn  rags. M is ty
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Jones,  the b lo od ie d  shape  o f  a face. But  we s to p p e d  ta lk ing  a l to ­
ge ther  w h e n  the  killer was caught ,  o u r  fear still unse t t led ,  a d read  
tha t  we ’d e n d u r e  this once  again someday.  Because even th o u g h  
o u r  town ce lebra ted ,  t h o u g h  the  FBI,  the  pol ice a n d  volunt ee rs  d i s ­
b a n d e d ,  we w o n d e r e d  w ha t  no o n e  else addressed ,  w h a t  o u r  parents  
hu s h e d  us lor, w h e n  we raised the  qu es t i o n  unasked .
W h y  w asn ’t th a t  girl f rom Rosewood?
Every o th e r  ch i ld go ne  missing,  all o f  o u r  fr iends,  every 
anguish  we bore,  all here.  But  n o t  her, a qu es t i o n  we kn ew  o u r  
paren ts  w o n d e r e d  too,  at t imes,  a nd  the  paren ts  of I r ina,  o f  Cra ig ,  
a c losure th ey ’d never  Find.
We grew up  anyway.  We left ourselves b e h in d .  We bui l t  
h o m e c o m i n g  floats, ea rned  o u r  d r ive r ’s l icenses,  a t t e n d e d  p rom s 
t h o u g h  we he ld h id d e n ,  s o m e w h e re  inside marrow,  a f lame o f  a n ­
o th e r  k ind ,  the  b u r n  of o u r  c lassmates,  w h o  never grew wi th  us, 
never  b o u g h t  thei r  First cigare t te packs,  never  held s o m e o n e  close 
inside a car, a kiss g o o d n i g h t ,  never  u n p a c k e d  the i r  suitcases in 
f ron t  of the i r  college d o r m ,  never waved the i r  pa ren ts  goodbye .
We see it f rom the o t h e r  side,  now. We hold  th a t  h e a r t ­
break as close as o u r  ch i l dre n ,  those  of us w h o  have th e m ,  w h o  
d idn ' t  t u rn  away f rom the  poss ib i l i ty o f  a g r ie f  so vast,  w h o  u n d e r ­
s ta nd  n ow  w h a t  all those  paren t s  lost. W e ’ve surv ived the  col lapse 
o f  regimes,  the  col lapse o f  bu i ld ings ,  sh oo t in gs  inside schools,  d i ­
saster af ter  di saster  th a t  we c o u l d n ’t have preven ted ,  c o u l d n ’t have 
caused.  We w atch  the  news  wi th  fe igned d is interest ,  a n d  we tell no 
o n e  o f  the  dul l  ache t ha t  hides,  always, b en ea th  the bones  th a t  ho ld  
o u r  hearts.
Because we are wai t ing ,  all o f  us, t h o u g h  we never speak  to 
on e  ano the r ,  t h o u g h  we never go h o m e  to R osewood.  We are wa i t ing  
for o u r  shadows  to claim us, as we tuck  in o u r  ch i ld ren ,  as we watch  
the  even ing  news,  for a kil ler never  caugh t ,  for a c losure tha t  we, 
too,  have never  foun d .  We are wa i t i ng  for a p h a n t o m  to c o m e  for 
us at  last, to pry  o p e n  o u r  w in dow s,  to kill this  im m e a s u ra b le  guil t .
Valente
E V A N  B E A T Y
D a w n  p o e m
i .
N i g h t  has  n o  m o r e  l ine,  
it ha ng s .
In f ields a r o u n d  
th e  S h e n a n d o a h ,
n e w  s n o w  will  lay 
just  as it has fal len 
u n t i l  t h e  ho rse s  are led o u t .
II.
T h e  first s l iver  o f  s un  
so smal l  it s eems o n l y  
a m o l t e n  gra in
o f  abyssal  sa n d ,  
s t o n e  w o r n  over  
e o n s  to  a t i n y  fl ick
o f  gr i t ,  n o t  by  w a t e r ’s 
m o v e m e n t  h u t  by  its w ei g h t .
I II .
Slowly,  th e  hil ls 
dec la r e  the m se lv es .
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IV.
An old m an 
walks rows 
o l  vines.  H e  bites
a l i ttle b u d  of green grape , 
tastes the o ve rn ig h t  frost
an d  r em em b er s  
clear ing this slope.
If  I never had,  he th inks ,  
the  f ie lds tone  now  
w o u ld  all be edged  in p ink .
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Le t t e r  t o  y o u r  o l d  a d d r e s s  
IN B O S T O N ,  EARLY O C T O B E R
Already it may have frosted there.
O r  soon will— every winter  early
everywhere, this year. I w o n t  reference 
the birches, the slick roof
of  the f ishermens church.  In Virginia 
too the sky is low, wet wool.
There  must  still be a window 
behind which you lie
reading, though looking through 
it would be like looking through
a fly’s wing. W hen  1 close
my eyes to imagine those front steps,
I only see a man s tanding before a door, 
folding his coat over his arm.
He  must  be waiting for an answer.
Perhaps his daughter  lives
in the room where we slept,
naked and cool, under  the small pr int
o f  Long Crass w ith  Butterflies 
while the rain ticked outside.
He  walks back through the courtyard 
to the street, surprised at the defiant flowers
around the iron railings. Two tiny yellow leaves 
cling to his collar. He has not  seen his daughter
in years, does not  know the woman 
she is now. As he turns from num ber  72,
we share a thought:  i f  I  die before you, 
you w ill live forever.
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T H E A  B R O W N
I A M  A C Y M B A L I S T
I am  d ec o u p a g e d  in t r i l l ium petals t h o u g h  pa t te rn s  o f  four  for the  
sake o f  d i v in a t io n .  I get my  job do n e ,  ca tegor iz ing  tissue samples.  
Fil ing,  r e a l ly .  Ted ious ,  T i m e s  Square  in the  70s.  1 smell  like meat  all 
the  t ime .  Dogs  fol low in sor ry spectacle.  Invi te t h e m  in and  tell th e m  
the  future ,  you  say. I keep losing m y  m o u t h ,  b u t  rh y m i n g  f rom w i n ­
dows,  a c lu t t e r ed  em u ls io n  o f  c lou dspacc  a nd  leaf litter. We  keep  the  
water  hea te r  off, c r u m b l e  on ly  o u tw a rd .  A seq uen ce  is spreading ,  a 
d i a m o n d  light .  Spin me a pre t ty  s tory  a nd  1 11 p o u r  you the  s t ronges t  
da iqu i r i  we ma ke  a r o u n d  here.
•  •  •
S o m e t i m e s  by tissue samples  1 mean  b iops ied  tu m o rs ,  s o m e t i m e s  ex­
t remi t ies .  I keep on  the  T .V . whi le  sor t ing,  tell everyone  I never get 
h u n g r y  at work  t h o u g h  that 's  no t  t rue.  So m e t im e s  I ’ll ma ke  myself  a 
B.L.T.  b u t  I always m ake  an effort  to eat quickly.  I he w in d o w s  g low 
with a l ight tha t  can' t  be f rom o u td o o r s .  It scut t les a r o u n d  the  panes.  
1 work  by it.
•  •  •
In the  m u s e u m  I w a tc h  the  wha le  a nd  h ow  its deadness  slowly over ­
takes the  b lue  space as evenin g  l imps  forward ,  swells, c losing a p ­
pr oachi ng .  C a v e r n o u s  as enc losure.  C a v e r n o u s  as sealed in in c a n ­
descent  n i gh t da rk .  C a v e r n o u s  as ca rn ivorous ,  h u n g r y  to d i s t rac t ion .  
O n c e  I h id  wi th  the  impalas .  T h e i r  hides gave o f f  c o m fo r ta b le  m us t y  
dus t ,  bu t  you f o u n d  m e  and  coaxed me out .  Is this  b o r i n g  you:'  I he 
puf f ins  the  next  w in g  over all sh u d d e r e d  the i r  beaks agains t  the  glass 
in solidarity.
Every day we burn  our collected garbage and go to sleep. The aquarium  
heat lamp Hicks on and off. The lionfish treads in a corner. We nam ed 
him, but misremember the happening. A cracked spell to movement, 
a frame. An enclosure. The citizenry trum pets its success, new saplings 
along the boulevard. We admire them. And the municipal confetti 
streams like clockwork.
Brown
R E B E C C A  D U N H A M
T H E  G A R D E N  O F  E A R T H L Y  D E L I G H T S
after the triptych by Hteronymous Bosch
1. Paradise
Fowl &  beas t  ski r t  o u r  feet.
I f loat  sexless—
po rce la in  doll  
w i t h  eyes th a t  o p e n
& close. Please,  
n o  ha l f - swal lowed frog,
legs p i t c h - f o r k e d  
&  helpless
in s o m e  b i rd s u n n a t u r a l  
m o u t h ,  no
feral c a t ’s
dan g le - ja w ed  mouse .
T h i s  h u n g e r ,  his gift  to  us—  
the  a n i m a l  ap p e t i t e s
as yet  u n n a m e d ,  o u r  o w n  
still u n a c k n o w l e d g e d .
S o n g b i r d s  spiral  
& sw arm  like bees
s m o k e d  f rom  a h o n e y e d  
hive.  A w a r n i n g .
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2. Fallen
Rose-bellied finches 
larger than man.
Eyes like a dansom stone.
St ripped bare 
& plum ed  emergency- 
bright,  my lips
feather & fledge.
The egg’s open skull a bed 
wide enough  for all.
Rinse my palate 
-  mou th -d ee p  in red -
strawberries 
swollen to the exact 
size o f  my desire.
Hip  to hip,
be it fish or fowl, be it 
man or beast —
the body
does not d iscriminate.
Dunham
3. Hell
s t rung  & luted spread your  legs 
what goes in must  come out  
the banque t  table en flambe 
s tomach plat tered & pink 
a knife a rattle a long, hard hiss 
c onsum pt ion  a torso carved 
the bi rd-man takes ano ther  
-  ah, the slings & arrows — 
canape:  you & your  frog-legs 
beneath the throne  — the pit
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D I A N A  K H O I  N G U Y E N
Ev i d e n c e  o f  a b s e n c e
T h e r e  are two seasons:  day  a n d  n ight .  Both  arr ive like a m a n  w h o  
kn ow s h e ’s too  old to de c ide  to live forever. If he is af raid,  r e m in d  
h i m  h o w  to get  ho m e .
•  •  •
D u r i n g  w a r t i m e ,  on ly  ghos ts  i n t u i t  be t te r  th a n  dogs .  A g hos t  goes 
o u t  for mi lk  a n d  never co m es  h o m e .  An a t t e m p t  to escape  paralysis,  
s to ne  u n d e r  t a n n i n g  m o o n .  T h e  f r equ ency  o f  na tu ra l  disasters  is a 
p r iva te a lg o r i th m .  H e  does  n o t  always hear  you  th r o u g h  the  radio.
•  •  •
Im m o r t a l  jellyfish are capable  o f  r e t u r n i n g  to po lyp  stage af ter  m a t ­
u r a t io n ,  b u t  rarely reach this phase d u e  to pr ed a t io n .  To the  gods  
he has of fered  marrow,  s t r ing ,  an a n t e n n a .  T h e  rules o f  cap t iv i ty  
apply.  His  h a n d s  are the  ta l i smans  in his hands .  Even t h o u g h  he is 
ke p t  alive, he will n o t  look me  in the  eye.
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KATE H A R R I S
T H E  C O N T O U R S  OF C O L D
1. Storms
I am an equation balancing heat loss w ith  gain, and two legs on 
skis. In both cases the outcom e is barely net positive. T he darker 
shade o f blizzard next to me is my expedition mate Riley, leaning 
b lunt-faced and shivering in to  the w ind . Snow riots and seethes 
over a land incoherent w ith  ice. The sun, beaten and fug itive , 
beams w ith  all the wattage o f  a fire fly. R iley and I ski side by side 
and on d iffe ren t planets, each alone in a privacy o f  storm . W arm th 
is a hypothesis, a taunt, a rum or, a god we no longer believe in bu t 
s till yearn for, banished as we are to this cold weld o f  ice to rock 
to sky.
Despite appearances, this is a chosen exile, a p ilgrim age 
rather than a penance. I have long been partia l to high latitudes 
and altitudes, regions o f d if f ic u lt  beauty and prodigal ligh t. For 
me going to the m ounta ins is com pulsive as breathing, arteria l to 
existence as a pulse. A ll life  abides by tropism s, the tug and heave 
of unseen physics: roots delve in to  d ir t ,  shoots stalk the sun, and 
creatures like  me muscle in the vague d irec tion  of cold and w hite . 
In this case no rth , to Norway, to the Hardangervidda, an alpine 
desert plateau whose very name, however inc identa l to English e ty­
mology, contains danger.
And for good reason. Norwegian polar explorer Roald 
Amundsen won the ski race to the South Pole, bu t not before tra in ­
ing on the Hardangervidda almost ended h im . He and his bro ther 
attem pted the firs t w in te r traverse of the plateau in 1896, but they 
were forced to abort after losing the ir food, the ir on ly  map, and 
very nearly the ir fingers and toes in constant blizzards. An earlier 
Norwegian explorer, F r id t jo f  Nansen, also ski traversed the H a r­
dangervidda as a w arm -up fo r other polar expeditions, but he sen­
sib ly crossed it in A p ril. By then weather cond itions  are far more 
clem ent, and in spring tim e in this age, the plateau is stitched w ith  
designated ski tra ils that safely guide weekend w arriors from  hut
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to hea ted  hu t .  W h i c h  begs the  ques t io n  w hy  Riley a n d  1 are here,  
like A m u n d s e n ,  in the  cold dead  dar k  o f  winter ,  w h e n  huts  are 
locked a nd  bur ied ,  rou tes are unf lagged,  an d  the  p la teau  is a t r ack ­
less de so la t ion  ro a m e d  only  by w in d ,  sn ow  a n d  reindeer.  A n d  now  
us.
We have c o m e  to the  H a r d a n g e r v i d d a  for all the  usual  rea­
sons,  all glib,  all ge nui ne .  Because i t’s here.  Because we crave the  
k ind  o f  fun tha t  is on ly  really fun two weeks after  the  fact. Because 
we requi re c o n t o u r s  m ore  c o n g r u e n t  wi th  wi ld  needs a n d  reckless 
nerves tha n  civil ized life provides.  Because we  seek e n r o l l m e n t  in 
the  un lea she d  school  o f  life.
Like N a ns en ,  w h o  m o re  th a n  a c e n t u r y  ago s o u g h t  rel ief  
f rom labo ra to ry  science in pola r  exp lor a t i on ,  this t r ip is my a n t i ­
d o t e  to academia .  For two years I was a g r adua te  s t u d e n t  in ge o­
b iology  at a top  research universi ty,  the  k in d  o f  place w he re  t r u th s  
on l y  c o u n t  once  isolated in test tubes ,  pre fe rab ly  in tr ipl icate.  I 
w ent  in to  science because I w a n t e d  to be an explorer ,  to live c o n ­
s tan t ly  in the  o pe n  air, a nd  I naively t h o u g h t  s tu d y in g  the  na tural  
w or ld  w o u ld  lead me  there.  As a y o u n g  m a n  in the  m i d - 1 8 0 0 s ,  
N a n s e n  chose  to s tu d y  zoology  at un ivers i ty  for s imi la r  reasons,  bu t  
he e n d e d  up  s q u i n t i n g  t h r o u g h  a microsc ope ,  ch a r t i n g  the  cen tral  
ne rvous  systems o f  jawless hagfi sh a n d  o th e r  t iny  m a r i n e  o r g a n ­
isms. A few cen tur ie s  later, I f o u n d  myself  in the  same  s i tu a t ion ,  
coo p e d  indoors  whi le  m a p p i n g ,  in my  case, the m ole cul ar  fats o f  
microbes .  But  af ter  a few years o f  c o n t a i n m e n t ,  w h e n  he was my 
age exactly, N an se n  a b a n d o n e d  his p ro m is in g  career  in science to 
satisfy a c rav ing  for wid er  hor izons .  H e  was pu l led  like a m ag n e t  
to the  poles,  those si lent  a nd  i n h u m a n  expanses,  a nd  despera te  for 
adventu re .
Just  g r a d u a t e d  f rom the  wor ld  o f  test  tubes a n d  petr i  di shes 
myself,  1 am wi ld wi th  lo ngi ng  for w h a t  is bou nd le ss  a n d  p rox i ­
m ate  to the  stars.  T h e  H a r d a n g e r v id d a ,  so cons te l la ted  wi th  ice and  
rock,  so m a n y  l ight  years f rom the  labora tory,  seems as p r o m is in g  a 
place to seek it as any. T h e r e  is n o t h i n g  pract ical  wha tso ever  a b o u t  
this expedi t ion :  we have no  a m b i t i o n s  to m ake  history,  p l an t  flags, 
claim terr i tory,  col lect  spec imens ,  cha r t  maps ,  win  fame,  or  cu r ry  
the  favors of kings a n d  queens .  We  are s imp ly  here to s tu dy  the
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co n to u r s  o f  cold,  and appren t i ce  ourselves to wi ldness a long the 
way. T h e  goal is s o m e th in g  like sub l ima t ion ,  ice loosed st raight to 
sky.
2. Launch
All n ight  the tent  f lutters like a flock o f  bi rds  start led in to  flight.
I dream I am  lost in the  m ids t  o f  a vast mig ra t ion.  Ski ing the  next 
day, 1 long for feathers and miss wings  like p h a n t o m  limbs.  A ro u n d  
us m o u n ta in s  welt the  whi te  skin of land,  h u m p e d  and glossy as 
blisters. After a week o f  w h i t eo u t  blizzards, today  the  H a rd ange r -  
v idda is a paralysis o f  ice, so ca ta tonic  with  cold even the wind  has 
frozen in place. T h e  only  tu rb u len t  air moving  across the  land is 
me,  a flight pa th  still looking for its b ird,  to paraphrase  the  poet  
D o n  McKay.
Two ravens, furtive and  keen-eyed,  seem to be t racking us 
across the  plateau.  At first we confused the  black beads on the snow 
for stones,  bu t  they pu rsu ed  us like footpr in ts ,  or  rocks endo w ed  
wi th curiosity,  mobi li ty,  and appet i te .  To these scavengers we are 
the  cold dese r t ’s b loom and harvest:  at each ca mp  they feast on our  
spilled scraps o f  pasta and oatmeal ,  whi le we feast on  the solace o f  
o the r  living, b reat h ing  creatures for company.  To each thei r  own 
hung ers  on the Ha rdangervidda .
T h e  leviathan appe t i t e  o f  this land,  in tu rn ,  has swal lowed 
all silences b u t  its own.  f o r  days, or  weeks,  possibly years, we ski in 
dead quie t  in a dead st raight line t h rough  a seemingly  dead w o r l d -  
cxcept for the ravens—while  my m in d  flaps all over the place. 1 
r e m e m b er  reading somew here  that  bi rds expel all the  air from thei r 
lungs an d  hol low bones  with  each exhala t ion,  unl ike  h u m an s ,  who 
always hold  back a reserve. To test this, 1 breathe  ou t  wi th  gusto,  
genera t ing  a blizzard o f  condensa t ion  a ro u n d  me. Riley, concerned ,  
asks if I ’m O K .  I reassure h im that  I ’m just s t riving for a life of total 
avian t rust .  T h i s  involves max imizing  the  potent ial  o f  every oxygen 
molecule  I breathe  in, I explain,  and having faith tha t  more  air will 
be there to inhale once  I’ve used all m ine  up.
But  th o u g h  I breathe  o u t  an d  ou t  and ou t  unt il  I m blue 
in the  face an d  Riley ques t ion s  my sanity, I can’t rid myself of a
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reserve. A wisp of air, smoggy with  d o u b t ,  cl ings to the  tuck of 
my lungs,  skulks in the ben d  o f  my bones.  T h is  is the  biological  
blessing a nd  curse tha t  keeps me consc ious b u t  g ro u n d e d .  Light  
as a shadow,  a reserve still hamp er s  the u nh es i ta t in g  c o m m i t m e n t  
tha t  fl ight d e m ands .  I can feel its weight  pressing d o w n  the  wings  I 
d o n ’t have.
T h e r e  is hope ,  th ou gh .  Acco rd ing  to ph i lo so phe r  Gas to n  
Bachelard,  the verbs ‘I w ant  and  'I fly’ share the  same Latin root:  
volo. “T h e r e  is no way to invest igate the  psychology  o f  wil l ,” he 
explains,  “w i t h o u t  go ing  to the very root  o f  imaginary  f light . ’’ W i t h  
Pierce d e te r m in a t i o n ,  then ,  pe rhaps  1 can learn how to exhale a b ­
solutely,  c o m m i t  totally, soar. I his involves a willful overr ide of 
cau t ions  bui l t  into h u m a n  physiology,  b u t  p recedents  have proven 
such  th ings  possible.  C o n s id e r  N ansen  crossing Greenland .
S ta r t ing  in 1751,  e ight  expedi t ions  t r ied and  failed to t r a ­
verse this wedge o f  ice the  size o f  a small  m o o n .  All expedi t ions  
began on the  west coast  o f  G reenl and ,  where  an In u i t  se t t l eme nt  
made  for a c o nv eni en t  l aunch  -  a nd  an easy retreat.  Na nse n ,  against  
all o r th o d o x y  an d  advice,  o p t ed  to start  on  the  desolate east coast 
an d  ski toward  the  p o p u la t e d  west,  reasoning tha t  this way his men 
w o u ld  have more  incent ive  to reach the o t h e r  side. N a n se n  was 
barely thi r ty  at the t ime  a nd  therefore believed h ims e l f  immo r ta l .  
But call h im crazy or  canny,  he kne w ho w to harness the  ins t inc t  
for self -preservat ion.  T u r n i n g  back for his t eam was no t  an op t i on :  
refuge was on ly  reachable on the  far side. N o  reserve.
Nans en  soared by ski across G r eenl and  and  landed  back 
in N o rw ay  a hero. Before the  voyage he had  reassured family and  
friends,  in words  tha t  rang hol low even then ,  tha t  he p l an n ed  to 
re turn  to the  lab bench  fol lowing his po la r  “hol iday.” Instead he be ­
gan sc h em in g  his next  expedi t ion .  T h e  vision was character ist ical ly 
preposte rous:  he w ou ld  design and  bui ld  a sh ip  capable  o f  surviving  
the c rus h in g  pressures o f  pack ice. T h e n  he w ou ld  freeze the vessel 
into  the  ice, d ri ft  east to west on  Arct ic  ocean  cu r ren ts  th ro u g h  the 
N o r th w e s t  Passage, and  tag the N o r t h  Pole by ski a long the way. 
I he flow d i rec t ion  o f  the Arctic c i rc u m p o la r  cur ren t ,  I sh ou ld  say, 
was at this p o in t  just  a hypothesi s .  O n c e  again,  no reserve.
In 1893,  N a n s e n ’s d ream  ship,  the  Fram,  which  means
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“forward in No rweg ian ,  sailed o u t  o f  its ha rbo r  an d  into a fastness 
of ice. From here Na nsen  and his crew were more  isolated than the 
first m en  on the  m o o n  who,  as h is tor ian Roland H u n t f o r d  point s  
out ,  still m a in ta ined  daily con tac t  with  e a r t h b o u n d  f riends  nearly 
a q u a r te r  o f  a mi l l ion  miles away. But just a few th o u san d  miles 
f rom h o m e  and the  Fram was effectively ext ragalactic.  Suspended  
between stars and  ice, the  vessel dr if ted th ro u g h  a near-to ta l  r e n u n ­
cia t ion of w a r m th  and l ight.  It was a wor ld  o f  desola t ion,  bu t  also 
exul t a t ion .  “A n y th in g  more  wond erfu l ly  beaut iful  than  the  polar  
n ight does  no t  exist,  raved Nansen .  “ It is a light poem  of all the 
finest and most  del icate tones of the  soul.  I he poem  lasted three 
years. N anse n  was u l t imate ly  forced to scrap the  N o r th  Pole, but  he 
set a farthes t n o r th  record in the  a t t em p t ,  an d  m eanw hi l e  the Fram 
survived the  N o r th w e s t  Passage, proving that  Arctic cu rrent s  really 
do  c h u r n  east to west.
Back on the  p lateau,  d ay d r eam in g  o f  the  polar  n ight ,  I 
imagine  mysel f  as a fixed coo rd in a te  in t ime wi th  space s t reaming  
past  me. W h a t  shall I see and learn,  frozen as the  Fram into  the 
H a rd angerv idda ,  the  wor ld  a glacier f lowing by u n d e r  the  gravity 
o f  e n c h a n tm e n t?  So far 1 have seen slabs of turquoi se  ice, crevassed 
by dreams and uncer ta in t ies ,  in a land so frigidly beauti ful  it cracks 
the  heart  wide  the  way wa ter  expands  whe n  frozen. So far 1 have 
learned that ,  like Nanse n ,  there  is no going  back to the  laboratory,  
no t  ever, an d  going forward is n o t  only  ab o u t  active m o v em en t ,  but  
ab o u t  le t t ing  yourse l f  dri ft .  For w h a t  is dr i f t ing  but  a n o th e r  way 
to soar? O n  cu rren ts  o f  ice and water  and  air, on  wings  o f  purest  
resolve, breathless on two skis across an infin i ty  of whi te.
3. Flight
Hell is a s y n o n y m  for ski boots.  But so is heaven,  an d  outs ide  i t’s 
ge t t ing  brighter .  Riley an d  1 rise early and shiver in the  snow,  co f­
fee mugs  in mi t t ed  hands ,  ready for the  re tu rn  o f  light.  Eventually  
the apocalypt ic  absence  o f  color daw ns  a h u ed  and  sh in ing  world,  
as t h o u g h  ru bbed  ou t  o f  a magic lamp.  If only  all days began this 
way, wi th  sleep seduced conscious  by m o u n ta in s ,  caffeine,  an d  sun-
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beams.  N o  cr imina l  act  o r  cruel  gesture,  no war or  h u m a n  r ights in ­
digni ty,  cou ld  possibly ep i logue  such  a sunr ise.  T h e  subl ime,  m a g ­
nif ied like s ilence by a severe te m p e r a t u r e  invers ion,  a nd  swilled 
d o w n  wi th  s t ro ng  coffee,  cou ld  offer  a viable pa th  to w or ld  peace.
" O r  a pa inful  pa th , '  Riley suggests w h e n  1 share my t h e o ­
ry. " H o w  are you r  feet do ing?'  Still there,  unf or tuna te ly .  Wear ing  
these boots  is like d o n n i n g  hairsocks,  rasping skin an d  soul raw 
for the  sake of a t o n e m e n t .  O r  for the sake o f  adven tur e ,  an equal ly  
h u m b l i n g  an d  holy pu rsu i t  in my  personal  cosmology.  We re hal f­
way across the  H a r d a n g e r v i d d a  now, an d  the on ly  d i rec t ion  is f ram.
O n c e  on  the move  I ignore my  feet. T h e y ’ve got  thei r  job, 
whic h  is to keep moving ,  an d  I’ve go t  mine ,  w hic h  is to be a s t o n ­
ished,  a n d  mo s t  of the  t im e  we each m i n d  o u r  ow n business.  Plus 
after  so m a n y  s t o r m b o u n d  days,  this i m m e n s i ty  o f  l ight  a n d  ice sets 
me soar ing.  I am  upl i f ted  w i t h o u t  effort ,  as if on  a the rm al  p l um e,  
or  a gus t  o f  solar  win d .  T h e  plateau  is a rol l ing waste o f  whi te ,  
m o u n t a i n s  like rough  seas flash frozen in l iqu id  n i t rogen ,  s t e a m ­
ing an d  hiss ing wi th  a br i t t l e  beauty.  T he sunl ig h t  icing the  land 
tastes sour  a nd  tau t  as a l e m on,  a precise lively buzz  on  the  tongue .  
C o l d  air fizzes in my  lungs like c h a m p a g n e .  W i t h  each exha la t ion  I 
b r ea the  near ly all o f  it ou t ,  if on ly  to gu lp  in more.
Never  is the  inadequ acy  o f  Engl ish so exposed  as w he n  
t ry in g  to fit “s n o w ’’ to the  g a m u t  o f  shapes water  assumes in its 
sol id state.  T he texture  of the  pla teau is p ro te an  a n d  kine tic,  m o r ­
p h in g  form w i t h in  feet. He re  sn ow  rasps an d  grits,  sand  in all bu t  
subs tance .  Here  it bubble s  an d  froths,  a soap so caus tic  wi th  cold 
it will scour  yo u r  bones  clean,  if y o u ’re n o t  careful .  N o w  sn ow  as­
sum es  the  tex ture  of fish scales, incense  ash, porcelain,  knife blades,  
slabs of fat, po ckm ark s ,  laugh or  possibly frown lines w r in kle d  into 
skin over a l i fet ime,  a bed o f  moss,  pee ling  pa int ,  eyelashes frozen 
mid -b a t ,  a s idewalk r idd led  wi th  cracks,  a n d  waves,  vast b u c k in g  
tireless waves,  s loshing f rom here to the m o o n .
I his r iot o f  ice is f l int  to my  k indl ing ;  I sh ine  even as I 
shiver. C o m b u s t i o n ,  w hic h  is ign i t ion  w i t h o u t  inc i ne ra t io n ,  is after 
all a k in d  of in te rna l  engine ,  a mot ive  force,  capable  of p rope l l i ng  
flight.  1 r e m e m b e r  read ing  a b o u t  the  Inu i t  p ract ice o f  wa lk i ng  o u t  
f rus t ra t ion  on  the tu n d ra .  T h e y  w o u ld  s tr ide  un ti l  the i r  anger  s p u t ­
tered ou t ,  then  p lan t  a rock on  the g r o u n d  to ma rk  h ow  far the
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f lush  o f  rage h a d  p r o p e l l e d  r h e m .  In s te a d  o f  w a l k i n g  o u t  rage,  I 
d e c i d e  to  ski o u t  r a p tu r e .  H o w  far will  th i s  e x h i l a r a t i o n ,  th i s  b la z ­
ing,  th i s  w i ld n e ss  take  me? F r o m  t h e  H a r d a n g e r v i d d a  to  th e  e n d s  
of  t h e  e a r t h ,  t r a c i n g  A m u n d s e n ’s ski t racks  to  th e  S o u t h  Pole.  F r o m  
t h e  H a r d a n g e r v i d d a  to  t h e  F l a r d a n g c r v i d d a ,  ove r  a n d  ove r  aga in ,  
l o o p i n g  t h e  p la n e t  in rap t  a n d  p e r p e t u a l  o r b i t .  O r  f r o m  th e  H a r ­
d a n g e r v i d d a  to  t h e  pa ved  s t ree t s  o f  t h e  nea re s t  city.
W i l d n e s s ,  so I hear ,  is c a p a b l e  o f  s u r v i v i n g  a c o n t e x t  o f  
c o n c r e t e  a n d  n e o n ,  b u t  s ta y in g  wi l d  in a t a m e  p lace  is t o u g h e r  by 
far t h a n  t r a v e r s i n g  t h e  H a r d a n g e r v i d d a  in m i d - w i n t e r .  Stil l ,  B u d ­
d h i s t  p h i l o s o p h e r  D o g e n  c o n t e n d s  t h a t  a m o u n t a i n  prac t ices  in 
every  place.  By su c h  logic,  w i l d n e s s  is n e i t h e r  here  n o r  the re ,  b u t  an 
u n g o v e r n e d  s ta te  o f  w o n d e r  m a z e d  s o m e w h e r e  in t h e  m i n d .  M o u n ­
ta in s  of t h e  H a r d a n g e r v i d d a n  var ie ty  are s i m p l y  th e  s i g n p o s t s  t h a t  
he lp  loca te  it, t h e  c o n t o u r s  th a t  d r a w  th e  m a p .  W i t h  e n o u g h  p r a c ­
t ice in p e r c e p t i o n ,  t h e n ,  even  c i t y  s t ree ts  can  be  seen as r iver  valleys 
b e t w e e n  peaks :  sky sc ra pe rs  as just  a n o t h e r  u p s w e e p  a n d  c o h e r e n c e  
of  m in e r a l s ,  p e o p l e  o n  s i d ew a lk s  as cells o f  w a t e r  s t r e a m i n g  by. 
In t u r n ,  th e  k i l t e r  of  t h e  H a r d a n g e r v i d d a ’s har sh  e n c h a n t m e n t  is 
p o i s e d  s o m e w h e r e  b e t w e e n  e x t r a v a g a n ce  a n d  re s t r a in t ,  r a p t u r e  a n d  
a k i n d  of co ld  rage.  W h i c h  m e a n s  it a l igns  prec ise ly  w i t h  t h e  axis of  
th e  p l a n e t ,  a n d  t h e  i n c l i n a t i o n s  o f  we  th e  p e o p l e  w h o  p o p u l a t e  it. I 
p lace  a rock  o n  m y  ha t  to  m a r k  th e  o r ig in  a n d  e n d  o f  all w i ld ne ss ,  
a n d  ke ep  ski ing .
Late  a f t e r n o o n  o n  t h e  p la te a u  is a t i m e  o f  te nse  n e g o t i a ­
t i on  b e t w e e n  l ight  a n d  ice. 1 he  o u t c o m e ,  w h e t h e r  e n e r g y  o r  e le ­
m e n t  prevai ls ,  is an  u n w a v e r i n g  b laze of  w h i t e .  By t h e  e n d  of th e  
d a y  th e  s c o r c h i n g  w o n d e r  o f  th i s  w o r l d  is a l m o s t  u n b e a r a b l e .  O u r  
senses  are e n f l a m e d ,  o u r  ne rve s  s t i n g  l ike s o m e t h i n g  s k i n n e d ,  o u r  
eyes seep  a n d  f reeze s h u t ,  o u r  t h r o a t s  s m o l d e r  f r o m  s w a l l o w i n g  so 
m u c h  s h in e .  1 his co ld  h eav en  o r  th i s  b u r n i n g  hell:  it all d e p e n d s  
o n  th e  s lan t  of l igh t .  F ina l ly  t h e  s u n  coo ls  b e h i n d  th e  m o u n t a i n s .
I he  w o r l d  fades i n t o  a s o o t h i n g  a b s e n c e  of  c o l o r  a n d  we  a re  w a s h e d  
w i t h  relief.  You can  o n l y  a b s o r b  so m u c h  of t h e  s u b l i m e ,  a n d  Ri ley 
a n d  I arc s a t u r a t e d  to  o u r  h o l l o w  b o n e s .  l im e  to  p i t c h  t h e  ren t ,  
c o o k  f o o d ,  ca t c h  o u r  b r e a t h .  I im e  to  t ake  off  m y  boo ts .
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4. Home
T h e  far edge of the  H a rd a n g e rv id d a  is ahead.  It looks exactly like 
the  cen te r  of the  p lateau,  and  the  side of the  plateau we s tar ted 
f rom,  a n d  all spaces be tween: vast, undi f fe ren t ia ted ,  ach ingly 
whi te .  T h e  only  clue we are on the verge comes  f rom wild reindeer 
w ho  call the H a rd a n g e rv id d a  home.  In win te r  the  herds stick to the 
plateau's s ou th e rn  fringe, where by qu i rk  of c l imate  the snow piles 
thi  nner,  m aki ng  it easier for the m  to forage for l ichen.  Though we 
haven’t seen so m u c h  as an an t le r  yet, today  we've fo un d  p r o o f  of 
the re indeer h e r d ’s proximi ty:  a four -lane  h ighway freshly paved in 
hoofprin t s .
The urge to fol low this trail, the  first we have en co u n te red  
on the Ha rd an ge rv id da ,  is p r imal  a n d  overwhelming .  H o w  s imple  
to swerve the way of the  herd,  to pu rsue  tha t  t rack p u m m e l l e d  flat 
of any possibil i ty o f  f lounder ing ,  w h e th e r  th ro u g h  deep sno w or 
even deeper  confusions .  To  join tha t  caravan of fur and  inst inct ,  
and  run wild.  At this p o i n t  it w o u l d n ’t take m u c h  to t e m p t  us 
astray. Riley and  I are in no hur ry  to re turn to so-called civil iza­
t ion,  wi th  its t icking  clocks and  traffic jams.  Lichen wo u ld  p r o b ­
ably taste be t te r  than  the mu sh  we’ve been ea t ing  on  this expe di ­
t ion,  t h o u g h  at least the ravens en joy  o u r  scraps.  Riley could  even 
improvise  us ant lers f rom ski poles,  because he’s ha n d y  like that .
But despi te  the appeal  o f  m o b  mental i ty,  we k now  this is 
no t  o u r  pa th.  Re indeer have the i r  own lives to lead, we have ours,  
and  each is inscru tab le  to the other.  Besides, w ho  can resist peer ing 
over an edge? As we ski o f f  in search o f  it, no t  w i t h o u t  the  pang  o f  
those lost f rom the  herd,  I console myself by th in k in g  tha t  N a n ­
sen w ou ld  approve  us breaking  o u r  own trail. In a c o m m e n c e m e n t  
speech to universi ty s tudents ,  he ou t l i ne d  the  gu id in g  pr inc ip le o f  
his life: "Let  it be impressed u p o n  the y o u n g  never, w hen  there  is a 
ch oice, to do a n y th in g  which  can be d o n e  equal ly well or  be t te r  by 
so m eo n e  else. H o w  m a n y  wasted lives wo u ld  then  be spared if each 
ind iv idua l  t r ied to f ind his own l ine.”
By N a n s e n ’s geometry,  a l ine is no t  s t raight  and  fixed but  
s inuous  and  ever-evolving,  a pa th  tha t  unfur l s  by the dictates o f  
fresh devotions .  After  the Fram expedi t ion ,  for example ,  Nanse n
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veered in to  h u m a n i t a r i a n  work.  M a y b e  he too recognized the  p o ­
tent ia l  for w or ld  peace  in the  sub l ime ,  a n d  hav ing  ab so r b ed  so 
m u c h  of  it d u r i n g  his Arct ic  so jou rn s ,  felt c o m p e l l e d  to p u t  it to 
g o o d  use. W h a te v e r  his im p e tu s ,  N a n se n  d ev o ted  h im s e l f  to d i p l o ­
m at i c  w o rk  on b e h a l f  o f  refugees f rom the  first W o r ld  War,  a n d  was 
even tua l ly  aw ard ed  the  N o b e l  Peace Prize for his ef forts.  I f  you read 
N a n s e n ’s l ine t h r o u g h  the  rugg ed lands  o f  pol i t ics  an d  the  poles  as 
a k ind  o f  r u n i c  scr ipt ,  it w o u ld  t rans la te  to “no reserve.
Th ou gh  Riley an d  I ski together ,  we carve  o u r  o w n  lines 
across the  H a rd a n g e r v i d d a .  Ri ley’s is a s m o o t h  ca ll igraphy, the  sig­
na tu re  of grace,  i n t en t ,  a n d  c o m p e t e n c e .  M i n e  is a messy scrawl of 
s u d d e n  w h im s ,  like the  flits of a b i rd ,  an d  p u n c t u a t e d  wi th  snow  
angels I c rash in to  c r ea t ion .  S o m e h o w  we e n d  up  in the  same place,  
b u t  f rom  there  to here,  o u r  s ing ul ar  journeys  are scr ibed o n t o  the  
p la teau.  W h a t  m y  l ine spells o u t  is q u i t e  f o r tu n a te ly  lost in t r an s la ­
t ion .
Even bet ter ,  the  s late is w iped  clean every n ight .  Every 
m o r n i n g  d aw n s  a d i f f e ren t  H a r d a n g e r v i d d a ,  var ia t ions  on  a t h e m e  
o f  ice, rock,  a n d  sky. T o d ay  the  p la t eau is cracked  w ide  a n d  g l i n t ­
ing as a geode.  Ice co m p r i ses  the  ore,  crystals forged u n d e r  m in im a l  
t e m p e r a tu r e s  of ai r a n d  m aximal  pressures  o f  l ight.  Af ter  weeks  in 
this sam e  ki ln,  1 am  ca rb o n  c ru sh ed  to coal,  an d  coal c ru sh ed  to 
d i a m o n d .  T h i s  is w h a t  wi lderness  does  to land a n d  life: it exposes  
in ter iors ,  the  w o r l d ’s an d  ours ,  a n d  in the  right  l ight  reveals each as 
roug h an d  m an y - f ace te d  gems.
Exactly h o w  wi lderness  exerts this m e t a m o r p h i s m  is an 
en igm a .  Ask a scient is t  w h a t  wi lderness  is an d  they m ig h t  def ine  
i t -p o s s ib ly  w i th  eq u a t io n s ,  ce r ta in ly  us ing  a g r a p h - a s  a n u m b e r  of 
hec tares  absen t  of h u m a n  inf luence .  Ask a po l i t ic ia n  a n d  they m igh t  
descr ibe  it as a na t iona l  park  co n v e r t i n g  tax dol lars  in to  paved h i k ­
ing p a th s  tha t  t am e ly  gu id e  the  masses  t h r o u g h  the  b o n a f id e  wi ld.  
But ask a polar  explo re r  or  s o m e  o t h e r  species of poet ,  l ike D o n  
McKay,  a n d  they will  m u se  that  w i lderness  is “n o t  just  a set o f  e n ­
dan g e red  spaces,  b u t  the  capaci ty  of all th ings  to e lude  the  m ind 's  
ap p r o p r i a t i o n s . ”
W h a t  places like the  H a r d a n g e r v i d d a  offer  is p ro x im i ty  to 
the  u n i m a g i n e d .  E l o q u e n t  as a p o e m ,  evasive as a ko an ,  wi lderness
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is a f ront ie r  b e g in n in g  precisely whe re  o u r  mos t  cher i shed  ce r ta in ­
ties are perplexed.  It is the  school  where  intel lect  receives in s t ru c ­
t ion  in b e w i ld e rm ent .  It is the paradox  o f  beauty  fanged wi th  frost,  
ecstat ic m o v e m e n t  w in c in g  wi th  blisters.  It is also a dwel l ing  in 
wonder .
O ccas iona l ly  in life I feel like a glacial errat ic,  depos i ted  
f rom a c rush  o f  ice into a land no t  my own.  But on the  H a rd an g e r -  
v idda  I am r e tu rn ed  to the  bed ro ck  f rom w hic h  I was born .  I his 
is no t  to sen t imenta l ize  wilderness ,  o r  t am e it into  a place picket - 
fenced an d  habi tab le .  N e i th er  does it me an  I am  kin to reindeer,  
and  s hou ld  have taken  tha t  pa th  w he n  I had  the  chance .  But if 
h o m e  is a m a t t e r  o f  inner  soul set t l ing ou t ,  like an oyster  exud in g  
its ow n abode ,  then  my soar ing  aliveness here is a mos t  a u t h e n ­
tic lodging.  T h e  desire to feel intense ly alive, an d  therefore ho m e ,  
is a biological  impulse  tha t  un l ike  my  reserve I have no wish to 
override.  So m o u n t a i n s  magnet ize  nearly all my m o v em en ts ,  as the 
poles d id  N a n s e n ’s, ob l ig ing  me to live o u t  ge ogr aphy  as biography.  
W i t h  sur render ,  wi th  joy.
O u r  journey,  like the H a rd a n g e rv id d a ,  ends abruptly.  We 
fall o f f  the  edge o f  the  wor ld .  W i t h  a s u d d e n  p lun ge  we f ind o u r ­
selves deep  be low treel ine in a Fiord br is t l ing wi th  p ine  an d  buzz ing  
wi th  snowmob i le s .  T h e  p la t eau’s m u t e  roar o f  space is just  a nos ta l ­
gia on  the far side o f  noise.  W h i l e  the  ravens o p t  to stay high and  
join the  reindeer,  Riley an d  I ski to the nearest  road,  h i tch  a ride to 
town,  a nd  catch a bus back to civi l izat ion.  M y m ang led  feet testify 
to the severity o f  the  d i s tance  we have traveled,  over a h u n d r e d  
miles as the  bird flies, m a n y  mo re  as the  m o u n t a i n s  fold. N o w  with 
ski boots  of f  for good ,  the  effortless l o c o m o t i o n  o f  the bus lacks the 
exhi la ra t ion  o f  fl ight  b u t  offers its ow n an d  w a r m e r  bliss.
Yet even as I re turn  to ho t  showers ,  food mor e  solid than  
m us h ,  a nd  o t h e r  perks o f  civi l izat ion,  so m e  t rue  a n d  rebel par t  
o f  me  keeps on  skiing.  O n c e  unleashed ,  the  on ly  possible way is 
f ram,  in all its deso la t ion  an d  exul ta t ion .  O n e  foot  in f ron t  o f  the 
o ther,  s tep by step, the  left s tu d y in g  the c o n to u r s  of cold,  the  r ight  
p ro b in g  the  full sweep o f  life’s pa in a nd  possibility.  A nd  so I soar 
th r o u g h  s t orms  o f  ice an d  light ,  a rock on  my ha t  a nd  feathers on 
my back.  A n d  so I dr i f t  th r o u g h  a p o e m  the  tone  and  d u ra t i o n
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of  t h e  p o l a r  n ig h t ,  in th e  c o m p a n y  o f  he roes  a n d  ravens.  Across  
m o u n t a i n s  a n d  deser t s ,  t h r o u g h  s u b u r b s  a n d  ci t ies,  I a m  t u r n e d  i n ­
s ide  o u t  a n d  in s t r ange ly  f am i l i a r  t er r i to ry .  H e a v e n  o r  hel l ,  i t ’s ha rd  
to  say, b u t  w i ld ness  k n o w s  th e  p lace  w'eli a n d  it has  no  bo rd er s .
b i n d  y o u r  o w n  l ine,  u r g ed  N a n s e n ,  a n d  n o w  I u n d e r s t a n d  
why.  I t ’s th e  o n l y  wa y to  ge t  h o m e .
Harris
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